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in-scape (n.)
The essential, distinctive, and 
revolutionary quality of a thing:
“Here is the inscape, the epiphany, the 
moment of truth.” 
-Madison Smartt Bell
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pOeTRY 
sean l corbin 
After a shower
 I want to tell you a story.
Nicotine laces shoestrings hung
across the windowsill.  The wind is a harp.
The beard is a soured chicken breast.
Steam fogs the glass of a cigarette filter.
The eyes are sacks of tobacco eggplants.
There is something behind a palm print
in the mirror.
 I want to tell you a rockslide.
The teeth sag.  Everywhere a smile
is a button on the falling curtain.  The grill
yearns in the music.  The towel skips
the earthquake.  The scar swells the chest
of old clothes and moths.
Ash is in the arm hair.
 I want to tell you a soda pop.
Caffeine is the neck line.  Empty carbon
footprints dot the scalp.  Where are the bubbles?
In the hot ink.  Where is the sugar?
In the wet paper.  Where is the bottle?
In the stumbling creek.
 I want to tell you a miniature ship.




First Place Art Award
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sean l corbin 
Square the root of loneliness [for Asheville]
Amongst the goodnight I treble the frequencies and lampoon the ostrich 
oleander that abides the mustard sandwiches, the west amphitheater and 
kittens Greco-roaming the butcher streets, the apples waxing the moon in a 
jar in a bar, the cinnamon ice cream skyscraper of a cock accusing the clouds 
over Pack Square the root of loneliness of tangerines.  Fried egg beef patty 
water spigots and the wedding cake, the box, the pastry trolley, the tasty folly of 
tourism as a means to smile at Asian abdominal tulips, both ready to lick clean 
the poppy seeds.  The hippy creeds don’t describe the mountain’s thoughts – I 
see them in Indian cheese fries dripping from a bird’s beard.  The bard, a wolf.  
The more built the more come, which is to say the honeymoons, the fructose 
lunar halo orgasms of light beneath sand, the stars, the Pabst Blue Ribbon, the 
maddest true gibbon screeches Hello! and the number of God.
sean l corbin 
The longing desert [from “Look Homeward”]
[One]
Sand the salamanders across the grit.
The fire is inflammable.
Where is the spirit of the brick?
Skeletal is the eye that embers toward
the flowing sun.  The tongue cannot drink the sweat.
All the salt is asking for is forgiveness.
Nutrient the stones.
What’s with all the questions from the air?
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Whistle through the saltines.  Chew the cherry arm hairs.
There is nothing there.  Beware the evidence against.
Wish away the whimpers.
Where were they when the world forgot?
Drinking the oceans.
When the cavalry comes down the carriage tracks,
there will be no need for reptiles.  When they come,
their hands will bear witness to the kindling.
When they come, they will never come.
Let the air dance.  Follow on the backs of boars.
[Two]
A friend of droughts is a fiend
who doubts the land’s recuperation
and is very likely right.
How the sun, amplified by fingers curling
into rings, can smoke the bones into fossils.
The piling on of pumice for the carrying
and the singing of a harbor ballad.
Pale hail fell
four nights ago
and then the bells began to ring.
The bells forgot the name.
 Call it anything you care to, dear,
 just don’t call it late to dinner.
 It is thinner at the ringing of the bells.
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[Three]
The smell of tins falls easy on the wolf ’s beak.
The chance to speak is lost along the storms.
Among the throng of lightning
shocks the longing in the feet.
 Dear jerky,
 You taste good.
 Love, the wet toes.
Leave the baking to the birds
for there are words
to tap into the dunes.
Hunger leaves me pulling for the center.
Have mercy, mirage of broken calendars.
[Four]
 Father, there is need of you.
Teach it how to walk alone
and dodge the war of cables.
Teach it how to kiss its hand and touch the mirror.
Teach it what it was to drown.
Show it what it is to still drown.
 Father, please, cook the fish.
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[Five]
Winds, says fear, have traded the tracks
for the chance of trees.  Air declares
the end of waiting.  Who spits pebbles
in the mouths of hawks?  Their feathers float the sands apart.
Memories are for the crows.
 A budding leaf in a pit of sand?
 A woman’s arm across the hand.
 The dunes have dared the branch to stand.
 A strand of strawberry sweetens the sores.
A bird cries out the tragedy of eggs. It stands.
It bends.  It declares the end of waiting.
[Six]
Beyond the glistening, an ocean steams the footprints.




Second Place Art Award
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sean l corbin
Almost everyone is miserable
For probably the three-hundredth time, I am trying to write a happy poem.  
It is going as well as the first two hundred ninety-nine attempts.  I’m not 
sure why, exactly.  It is not unpleasant here.  Beer is available.  The music is 
not dance-worthy, but neither is it begging for razor blades.  My fingers feel 
content, perhaps joyful even.  It has been a fair day.  But when my fingers speak, 
my fingers tend to say sad things, or angry or sarcastic things.  The words 
on the page create images like crying or frown or barren tree above burning 
tires, and never kittens, never running through daisies with outstretched 
arms and singing.  I am not alone.  Almost everyone is miserable.  Picket 
signs namedropping Hitler and donkeys. Foreclosures.  Less sky.  Less dead 
dinosaurs.  I, for one, rejoice the dwindling of velociraptor populations, but 
I am in the minority according to my nephew.  Decapitations of mountains 
and monarchs.  Chinese Xbox suicides.  Did I mention there’s beer available?  
Tonight while working at a gas station as an automated voice, I tended to a 
drunk girl’s leg wounds.  Orange juice had exploded.  As I wiped her skin I 
noticed a blade of glass still in her shin and pulled it free and held it in my 
hand, daring it to cut me too.  Beer cuts just as easily.  The girl never said 
thank you, only cried citrus sorries.  Being taken for granted cuts.  Bombs 
cut, and push polls too.  As do leaves of kale and tea bags.  Jobs cut to the 
spleen.  Service industry grease jobs and commission jobs and call-center and 
production-line jobs.  There’s a biblical precedent here.  I think we should call 
jobs “solomons” just so we’d feel wise instead of sodium.  Currently my hand 
is resting on Hicok’s “A letter: the Genesis poem.”  It talks about the Bible, and 
war, and time.  Time, as in the time-travel prowess of poetry.  How I’m writing 
this now, on March 19 of 2012, and how you’re reading this in the future and 
yet also now, your now – After March 19 of 2012 – and how we’re speaking 
across time, speaking because I’m obviously writing these words but also 
considering your reactions to these words and trying to compensate for your 
reactions and eye tastes and you, Future Person, are just as much in control of 
this not-happy poem as I am, so why won’t you let me be happy and aren’t
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 you a strange rambling thing?  This time-compensation business is a job in 
itself.  Come to think of it, I’ve written one other poem featuring the date of the 
writing; one year and one week ago today, to be specific (at least, naturally, in 
regards to my today and not yours), after a basketball game.  My team won.  I 
was happy.  The poem was maudlin.  One year and one week ago today there 
was still sadness.  Is almost everyone still miserable in your today?  Please tell 
me.  And what of me?  Was the four hundred eightieth time the charm?
Jeremy Wade Thacker 
Old Men Boredom Careless Candy
“Let me see your teeth …
If you want this money.”
Like a green corn field fire,
you could hear the thistle and pop
of the opening of her jaw –
a rusty stage door.
Eye on eye; eye on tooth; a wince and 
reminder; her teeth resembled 
a burnt crucible crust, the soot of his
coal burning furnace – somewhat of a comforting … 
It had been two years since.
Two years since a tented, dentured kiss
with no worries of crushing her bones;
it was – in a sense – a place to rest his pelvis.
A second-hand witch whose crotch chronically meets the snouts of
neighborly dogs, and just like these dogs, her snout will soon meet
naïve boxes of Christmas cordial candy.
“I want you to eat them like a slut.”
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I can see her opening the humid bathroom’s medicine cabinet and
realizing there’s only half a bottle of Darvocet’s and a few Lidoderm
patches – the risk she assumes with her geriatric gerrymandering. 
She’ll quaff her musk and leave the money.
She’ll roam with her pack of dogs to Little Big Head’s.
I heard he has butterscotch candy.
She’ll eat them like a slut.
Mary Kasimor
from out of our mothers hot jazz
while gay dogs
danced behind the ancient doors of sin
I wore my cubist face 
I sat between moscow & cuba waiting
to die in the hibiscus perfume
&  glasses of beer & whisky feeling 
safe among the blood
of the ages & the rocks that hold 
an island steady but my face is falling
Into the ruins of the land’s
lost memory of those who were never
counted (&) named 
(what is my name?) among the freedom 
trickles of old
bodies that shop in the old stores between 
the old jazz & the new hibiscus & the countries
that we almost blew up because the surface
of my face was flat 
& fatal tragic moments played
on the radio with leaders’ voices who told
us that might was glorious & had something
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to do with surviving the loss of our bodies 
because we were all young  
carefree & they poured us
out into any vacant water or decaying desert  
with words 
jazz & hot love improvisation that came pouring
from out of our mothers
Mary Kasimor
raspberries
it was unearthed from leonard cohen’s sleep
it counted sand sheep every lost one
it stuck in the water & caused a flood
it faced a molecule
it died as a mistake
its purpose was in stark contrast to its brain flashing neon in a storm
its list of needs included a shadow
it returned as an onion 
it turned bitter 
it chased poems that were visual nightmares 
it returned from the blue 
it spent its blood on meat
 
it died as a meme 
it died losing its mind without a cupboard to call home 
it died like a bug
it died like fame
it died with mercury under its toenails
it died as a fingerprint
it died with time in its mouth
(it tasted of raspberries)




Third Place Art Award
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amanda Kelley 
Seven a.m.
I drive to work in a fog, toward the waiting minds of children. Frost covers the 
ground, heavy enough that tall grass along the road bows to Highway 32. I’m 
driving faster than I should. Slicing through the air from the left, a bird doesn’t 
see my car cutting through the fog until it hits the grill with a muted plastic 
thud. Its hollow-boned body bounces up and hits the windshield right in front 
of me, like being smacked between the eyes with a flash of light. Two feathers 
stick to the glass, a long gray one, sleek as an arrow, and a short white one from 
his downy underside. I don’t slow down, but send the car onward into the fog, 
plunging over the hills along a trajectory, coasting down like pellet gunfire.
Renee Dawson
[The soul is an…]
The soul is an
intact hymen.
The body is






Demand eye contact. 
Salvation is 
No pyramid scheme. 




Honorable Mention Art Award
INSCAPE •   22
Renee Dawson
[It happens that I greet…]
It happens that I greet
dysfunction like an old friend.
That I punish a cold and
starve your fever.
It happens that I do not
have all of my teeth. I 
try to swallow my tongue.
It would be a treat to succumb
but grease tempered water is flammable. 
I do not want stagnate
oxygen. A pity fuck. A donation.
For this reason I stand
on my head. Walk with my
hands. Stay off my back.
There are egos at stake. Put
trust into inanimate objects
that deflate. Pin pricks and pardons.
I strive to your mindset
with an awkward gait. 
Never mind.
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Renee Dawson
[I am fluent in regret…]
I am fluent in regret.
I lost my rhythm.
Seizure like motions pass
for a dance. A twirl.
A foaming belch. A drink
for the drunk that consumes 
no liquor. The smell of
the soil permeates the senses.
Grit in my mouth. I 
want nothing but a blank.
A blanket. A blank stare.
A blanket stare.
All consuming. All restraint.
All tongue and cheek.
It happens that violence
sticks to the ribcage.
That being crafty with 
words injects. (Insert) Implodes.
Evokes. Pillages. Releases.
Binds.
Just the same I’ll 
plead no contest. It will 
be easier to dumb down 
accountability. I do not want 
to combust.
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penny ashton Johnson
An Old Voice In My Head
Pencil & Digital
Honorable Mention Art Award
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Renee Dawson 
[It is said we are…]
It is said we are
bound to convention.
Freedom piecemealed into
paint by numbers. I would
bust my face against
the rock. Station myself
as a bridge over
your puddle. Satisfied
that my defiled state
spared your sole. I 
labor for rebirth. Stapling 
my eyelids open. Submitting 




I remember looking out the window
And realizing
This summer had yet to pass.
I was creating this blizzard,
This winter,
Deep inside myself.
I would harvest my thoughts here,
Bury them in the snow,
And sled over them.
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It’s here that I would return
To the white reflections of my dreams
And shield my eyes in their light.
Within this winter, I would tilt up my head
And raise my lips to the sky.
As passionate as a snowflake 
Landing on your tongue.
It seems that we are who we become,
And I thought of this truth
As I froze myself to death
Inside my own winter.
Dorothy Bouzouma
Exit Wound
The sound of your absence
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It is the exit 
Wound









On a street in Brooklyn
A woman from Yemen
grabs my hands




she thinks we are the same
but we  
we speak a different language
The language of loss
drowned daughters   forgotten sons
precipice of disaster
peering over its edge
looking into my eyes
she mouths  my daughter my daughter my daughter
but I
I am nobody’s daughter
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Still I let her hold my hands close
pretending there lies
an answer
but I find myself unable to look 
at her lined face
a wadded scrap of paper
blank with hope
Rebecca Baker
Subtraction Is Only Simple Math
On the day you died 
Preceded by a pale pink wall 
and a doctor with 
thirty-five fingers 
There were birds bickering 
on the lawn 
and a waterdrop wasp wearing 
an orange angry stare that hovered 
above the paper stalks of our purple iris 
I paced through weeks of time 
in shoes made of stone 
to our mailbox 
Eight-two-two beneath the snakeskin maple 
and in my palm 
pulled the red flag 
several shades darker 
than a standard surrender 
With wilting arms 
of coxcomb and used yellow sun 
we started back 




INSCAPE •   30
from the end of June 
to five days past July and 
I felt you falling 
Water down a mountainside 
Bricks tossed from an airplane 
Pennies off a bridge
Into a sinking hole 
inside a bed 
beneath a blanket of browning magnolias 
I carved 31 lines 
into the thighs of your Mother 
and ashamed 
tiptoed one last time 
to your tiny heart 
in the toilet 
where I sobbed a lifetime 
of swirling apologies 
down 
with both of us
Rebecca Baker
The Time I Was Murdered
The swirling stench
of peppermint and mildew
seeping through a khaki-colored smile
and a pair of thick-rimmed glasses




and made them into a monster’s,
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mouth a trashcan,
soul a shallow grave
It’s hard to tell
how much of something you’ve lost




those empty spaces always
try to shove pieces that don’t fit
inside
walk this earth one of many
wondering
why
Then I look at my daughter laughing
still with innocent lips and eyes
heart perfectly
intact
And I get to feel it for a second
But mostly what he made of me
is a hollow pit of hell
my hands are curled
in fists,
my mouth a swinging sword,
and my soul still
a roaming ghost
questioning its killer
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Veronica Gollihue
Memento Mori
The thrilling temperance of the ghostly light,
As the judgmental reapers hide in plain sight,
The release of the blood brought down by blood.
The piercing of the atmosphere by a lonely flower bud,
As the shadows from the moon ignite the waves,
The hollow killers creeping out from the cracked caves.
The springy step of the shattered glass,
As the engulfed heart grows to a stinging mass,
The harsh grasp on a playful past.
The unforgettable roll of dice that’s been cast,
As the constant wailing ghost screams an unholy name,
The curtain closes and life can never be the same.
The wingless angel slain and stained to the ground,
As the whispering wind echoes the nostalgic sound,
The “forget me not” the crippled crow begs.
The greedy man giving up his two legs,
As the abysmal song rids us of what we seek,
The sacrificial monster devouring the weak.
The archaic knowledge slipping further into the night,
As the light of vengeance beams brighter than the northern lights,
The harkened prince rolling in his grave.
The useless thought: Who can I save?
Who can I save?
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caleb Hall
Haunted by a Woman in Heels
Sometimes I set the clocks back an hour and a half
Just to see if I’ll notice
I never do but sometimes I surprise myself
I hide get well soon cards around the house for my later self to find
When I do, I wonder what was wrong with me in the first place
And I hope I got over it
Time is not a substance in which I indulge in
(When I am alone)
I am everywhere at once in this two bedroom apartment
I’m making a pot of soup
While taking out the trash
The floor creeks as if someone is just going out the door
As I am lying in bed
And then my greatest fears come to fruition when the door slams
And the footsteps across the floor are not mine
And every me in the room turns at once to see who it is
Goosebumps trailing up my arms and my abdominal 
Like the tide rushing in
Only to be met—
By no one at all
The group of I is haunted by the groups of others that no longer
Roam here
However, parts of them still do
The clicks of their heels down the hallway when I shower
And the glimpses I catch in passing, as if leaving the bathroom to get ready for
Bed
Some company is welcome though
Please sit down
Let me take your coat?  
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caleb Hall
That flicker’s not a flame
And that light at the end of the tunnel, that’s a freight train of awareness.
Let these words come to you not as a sense of grief but of enlightenment
I’m writing a letter to your forehead of which I hope to post at dawn
For you seem to not get the overall picture
It’s nice to see you’re fitting in quite nicely with the rest of us
Wandering around, gawking at the next shiny-toy-career or 
A water bed filled with cement
The knees of my jeans are worn and torn from the begging and pleading that
I have done
Not to any god or deity
But to the bastards that we rub shoulders with in our day-to-day
Sometimes it feels like I bought a thousand flags to wave
But I burned them all before their prime
The elephant in the room doesn’t know that it’s about to be shot
The kicker is, the gun’s not loaded and the elephant is fake
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caleb Hall
The Old New World
The boy down the road swallows diamonds
For spare change
While my neighbor takes out a loan to afford some of 
His mother’s time
He’s filing for bankruptcy in the spring
I stand wary in the street with bags of old silver dollars in my arms
I pour them out like hard candies for the neighborhood bankers
We’ll be putting our children through college via scholarships from
Remington and Colt manufacturing
He can hit the wick of a lit candle from across the road
They saw his work at the local convenience store and knew he had it in him
They say this is a new world we live in
But we’re only going backwards
This is an old world, an old way
Dragging our fists across the asphalt like our ancestors before us
Moving from one highly populated ghost town to another






spilling out guts, spitting up words
but rarely thinking
i remember conclusions collecting cobwebs
i remember
feeling warm breath and ice-cold glances
and taking advantage of umpteenth chances
i remember minutes turning to ash between my fingers
i remember cracking under pressure
the coldness and color and texture
of cracks in the pavement
i remember
refraction of light from explosions,
imploded, blown up and out of proportion
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Grant Wilcoxon
Fractals
You are my pleasure to uncover 
the dead figure ruffled out from beneath the yellowed bed sheets
the hollow-eyed pantomime dancer with the wooden leg
the perfume burned illusion in a stooped pose and slouching fedora
eating sunset and dust on the forgotten road to Abilene
You are my pleasure to remake
waiting for the flash bulb wink to uncoil and go slithering 
the night guard watchman casting pennies into a blank alley
the sweet undertow tide connoisseur
ancient gravity cracking innards like a whip
You are the hideaway bed prancer, the infector’s child
the untold scattering of dead lilies 
spilled from a window with billowing draperies 
descending like whole tone notes on an open scale 
voided places in this dismal atmosphere
and time enough left to arrive
for the kid shadow of things left to come
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Grant Wilcoxon
Making Place
Carry me or let me walk, but take me there 
I belong with the old withered voices
like dust wafted from closing pages in long 
unread books and empty theater seats creaking 
the faceless ever-waiting audiences ready to stand 
applauding with the truth that must be remade again 
in the image of the sun’s reflection 
with pieces of star seed sewn
across the indifferent expanse of this black-domed cathedral’s eye
nicholas T. James
Was it 5 cups or 6 cups, punk?
Don’t be fooled
It’s just the coffee.




Better than a lightning bolt
In Frankenstein’s monster’s chest.
It keeps the blood flowing,
The body moving,
But I checked out.
I died.
Somewhere in the middle of the day
Between the third and fourth cup
I shuffled off this mortal coil
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emily Johnson
Words of the Heart
Intaglio Print
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And no one, especially me,
Gave a moment’s pause.
Still, no one’s noticed.




Just give me an IV of coffee,
And then I’ll be fine.
nicholas T. James 
Marching
The ants are marching,
Marching to the beat of some unheard drum.
The ants are marching,
And they’re carrying the wing of a butterfly.
Why are they carrying the wing of a butterfly?
I’m not sure what it’s supposed to mean.
Is a butterfly wing beautiful, just the wing?
Does it mean anything? Without the body.
Is it supposed to be pretty?
Are the ants trying to say something?
Are they making a socio-economic statement?
Are they posing some great philosophical question?
Is it a monument to Marx?
Karl or Groucho?
A juxtaposition of artistic & literal deconstruction?
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Are they plagiarizing?
Is the other wing implied?
What about the body?
Does anyone even care about the body?
Do we care about the body?
Is it a banner of peace?
A flag of war?
A sign of surrender?
Is this a revolution?
I think it’s pretty – probably.
I believe the ants are marching.
Jane satterfield
Triptych: Exile and Entanglement
1: Leaves from a Borrowed Text
The disaster was the gift: his colonial script, rosewater
from an Indian grocery in the East End. Shared cups
of chai. Later, the flammable scraps of diaries I kept—
ashes in tins tied with twine. It was snowing in London
for the first time in years. I had a taste
for tea with crushed cardamom pods,
a remnant of mother’s brick-terrace northern
English market town. There’s a photo of her
that first winter, the silver paper of her sari
haggled by wind. The disaster was the gift:
the long dark of the border, that shadow
families crossed . . . train smoke, a taxi. I had
a one-day underground pass, couldn’t help stalling
at the embankment, thinking of the delicate
courtyard mosquito nets, a temple’s acoustics.
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The silver flashes of rain. What mood music—the unchained
beat as he walked me through a neighborhood of Gujarati
steel workers. Not sure, I now recall, whether to face west or east.
§
2: American Embassy, London, circa 1995
Not sure, I now recall, whether to face east or west
when approaching the crosswalk. London. The first time
in years. I had a day’s underground pass, paperwork
to be filed. Turned over the passport pics, waited
with the pram while the baby slept in what seemed utterly
equatorial heat. The disaster was the gift: fate spun
beyond my body. The city itself surprised
me—at street level, a flare of tensions along a dull wick. Small
refuge at the edge of the embassy garden so that a stranger
could calmly approach—veiled, on her own, no silver sari,
her speech’s flammable scraps, the hesitant syntax
of Indian grocery stores, of brick-terraced
northern English market towns. The colonial
script. Shadows that families crossed. Bells
tolling the hour. Leaves massing toward autumn’s descent.
§
3: Memorial Garden, American Embassy, London, 2011
Bells toll the hour. Leaves mass toward autumn’s descent.
The disaster was the gift? Citizens should review the Worldwide
Caution, stay current with media coverage. Memory’s colonial
script: a ground that quakes with crowds and crusades,
with placards facing off—graveyard of soldiers; will dominate
the world; if you want Sharia, move to Saudi. A moment’s silence,
a flag set aflame. What is she to make of this world, small girl
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whose quizzical expression’s the question around which one
photo’s framed. These days of utterly equatorial heat: no shared
smiles at the edge of the embassy garden. In time’s reflecting pool, water
gathers, builds to spill; gathers, spills again. Any of the roiling
crowd now caught on film might be the one woman who approached
when I waited with the pram while the baby slept. Veiled, alone,
hesitant. That shadow that she crossed to touch my hand, touch
my daughter’s face, smiling as she said beautiful and blessed.
Jane satterfield
Solstice
Let’s pour a good vintage, cheer the day’s extra sliver of light, the scatter of 
fireflies over the lawn. Let’s enlist in the chartered auction of smiles across the 
shared hedge, even oblige the dog rescuer saying now the days will grow darker, 
the winter start to close in. She’s tugging and twining heirloom tomato vines as 
she talks. Let’s not forget how she handfed—with ice-cubes—
the disease-mottled tongue of the black lab who couldn’t drink, bringing 
him—somehow—back from the brink. And because I’m the kind of girl the 
bartender thinks earlier ordered a sweet reason I’ll tune my attention to the air 
now serene in the sultry solstice of summer, the bees back at the lavender, a little 
phalanx of flight. We’ll nibble the chèvre with its line of ash, (dove-grey, glove 
grey, gunmetal) and toast good fences, good neighbors, the shrieks from the 
alley, the guy with the garden like a magazine photo,  grower of trombone whose 
wife bangs a mean banjo, whose daughter doesn’t like the moon. Doesn’t 
like the way it spotlights the sky, heralds an end to ghost-in-the-graveyard, 
announces the end of the day. Sleep’s a dousing in silver. How lacquered the 
just dusted floors, the sheer curtains liquid with light. Good fences, good 
neighbors. Of a moment’s eden, someone will cite rumors of rats, our need 
to make a coordinated sweep. Forget where you sit on the social ladder, the 
throbbing stereos of SUVs. Sol and sistere. Stand still. Wait and watch this in 
this late sliver of light for a little luck to wend our way, for the wandering tortie, 
whose absent beams begin to impart a solstice on the frozen heart.
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cortney stewart
Stuck
Like the last bit of a cherry Icee
From the Speedway down the street
On a hot summer day
Refreshing and familiar
And oh, so frustrating
I stroll slowly past
Opportunities like yield signs
Hand in hand
With a charming possible destiny.
It woos me
With smooth moves
And soft sweet songs it sings
Serenading me to sleep
Just out of sight of my dreams.
I am tethered to the spot where
Everyone tells me what’s what
What to do
And the way I want to go.
Like a fly in honey
Drowning for fun
On a cool spring day,
I try to run
To run far, far away
I am pulled back 
by a family sized rubber band
Back to this
Demands on my time
My possible future
What may be 
or not be.
They say not to get caught up
This is not real, this is temporary.
This is impulsive and dumb.
But would it be so bad
Being stuck in this place?
This effervescent moment.
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Matthew Jent
Memoir of Autumnal Decay
The air smells of woodsmoke and dead leaves.
The woodpile, the backyard,
Encompassed 
By a forest deciduous. 
O, how the evergreens stand out, 
Among the crowd of withering trees. 
Red and yellow, 
Brown and orange paint the air
With a scent replacing 
Sweltering summer greens. 
Foggy mornings, frigid nights.
Evening walks across the ridge,
Through hollows, 
Under a pale-pink setting sun. 
Beneath the cold, blue shadows
Of dying boughs,
Shedding their skins for winter frost. 
Slumber now maple, ash, and oak, 
While the conifer keeps watch
For white horizons 
And icy winds.
Red-orange things crunch beneath my feet,
And fill the umber reaches
Of a murky pond.
Branches stripped bare by the wind, 
Naked skeletons of limbs
Embrace a darkening stone-cold sky.
The wind still sings of autumn
As the cold creeps along my breath.
All now is grey and brown and cold,
Begging for a blanket of white, 
Beneath a barren Winter sky. 
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Matthew Jent 
Flowstone Hymnal
Like an underground stream,
A voice within me speaks. 
Speaks of malleable foothills,
Whispers a gospel
Of ancestral hollows. 
A voice that was there all along,
Walking by my side
Across the bridge 
Of soul and bone. 
It echoes 
Of backwoods and backwaters,
It traces a dirt-road lineage. 
From roots of slurred Saxon jaw,
Through the hollow mountain soil,
A voice within me shouts. 
Shouts of a simple dawn,
And evolving twilight;
Bellows a humbling hymnal 
Of worlds gone
And a world still forming.
From mud, from leaf,
From mountain stream,




Do you aspire to?
To penetrate
The birth-bonds of gravity,
To soar above 
The lowered
Heads of humanity. 
To fly beyond the realm
Of the blind and the faithful. 
Zealots of earth-bound feet. 
What heights 
Do you aspire to?
Heaven is only the start. 
The stars 
Are only the beginning.  
The human, the raptor,
The gyrocopter. 
The blood, the feather, 
The hollow bones;
The human, the dream
The flying machine. 




I’m scared that we’re unprepared for a dare we dared to take. 
We’re on our own and all alone and there is nobody 
To guide us to the campsite.
We have no tinder, no kindling, 
Only a lighter that’s never lit a cigarette. 
Our tent will be pitched in pitch blackness 
Under a canopy that won’t let the sun in until 
We’ve already set up a life and survived.
The light will show us all we’ve done wrong, 
But dusk comes too quickly for us to correct our mistakes.
I want to freeze from a chill in the air and not a chill in our conversation.
We need a spark, a break in the silence 
That erodes at us like a freezing rain, 
Slow and erratic and irritating.
I want us to snap and burn and blaze 
For one another and for ourselves and for our future. 
I want to build an imperfect flame 
That makes us hungry for the heat of one another 
As we lie beneath a cloth that barely shields us 
From the icy gales of the storms that come in the darkest times.
I want us to barely survive, 
To cling to one another because we’re all we have, 
Just us and a little fire that we keep stoking up 
So that it never dies and leaves us frozen 
In the wind and the wet and the world so cruel and harsh.
I want that afternoon sun, 
When it punches its way through the shadow of a thousand branches, 
To show us how we truly are.




And then, when we’ve been brought to the level of beasts, 
We can come back.
We can come back from the storms in the night 
And return to the light 
And the warmth of a quilt where we lie 
In one another’s arms and cannot freeze 
Because your heat and my heat have become a fire.
christopher Knox
Sonogram
I remember being a small child 
sitting on the floor of a shack 
 print of linoleum tattooed to the backs of my legs
A box fan moving air across my face
from the opened door
Rain cooled air outside
 song of a whippoorwill swollen with moist air
rising from the hollow
 contentment
 I have carried that memory 
Even older I can move it to the surface 
 peel it back
like shucking corn to its goodness
But I rarely do
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Today I thought of that feeling again
 when I saw you
In black and white 
 moving inside your water house
When you turned your back and said
 Show’s over I will not suck my thumb for you
I felt that feeling again 




The moon looks like it could fall into our laps if we stay still long enough. 
Tonight its face is apparent; more obvious than our own. Tonight I feel like 
a heavy gray metal.  If we lose each other in the black bowl of night, don’t be 
afraid, we will find each other again. Look for me in the forest field where the 
mushrooms grow. Remember the big ones we found there and the dreams 
they caused? Look there, or on top of the ridge where the ground is covered 
in jack rocks and the air smells like sun baked leaves. I can do nothing with the 
autumn in my blood or the suicide under my fingernails. I worry about the 
moon, all alone and so far away from home. I worry about my mind’s simple 
structure like gauze stretched over wooden ribs, the wing of some bogus bird 
flying on the end of a string, untethering closer and closer to thin air. If I decide 
to live in sleep, will you visit me? Follow the night to the ridge and hold my 
hand.  It is so hard to love a mortal; for a hunter to chase nothing.
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christopher Knox
the last Indian
your walk mimics rain on a dry afternoon in june
just as the war breaks free of the nightly news and wanders loose upon the 
waves
meandering through burned brains 
the storm raged all night and left the mockingbird’s
hardshell womb lying in a fallen nest
hold to your eye her cradle and listen for light
you
the last Indian 
traded your faithful horse for a 1978 ford torino
that died too far from the reservation to do you any good
all we have is where we all fell to 
a vast plain burning in the dew of heaven
gated by mountains mocked by clouds
rolling uplands given way to pools of waning sunlight
a pale horse with sun splashed across her back flees through cedars like wind
catch her 
caress her smooth neck until you both forget
that you are not the same 
and your mind, singing, wonders where time went wrong
to have separated you
if I had been born a horse or an Indian 
I would have been happy
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christopher Knox
Snow Beds 
Nine deer slept in my woods last night
I walked out and found their snow beds
melted to leaves
Nine deer
The cold settled in 
around them
That unseen thing within 
fluctuating all through the night
Passing the wood stack I gather
an armload of wood
 and find myself
thinking of the warmth
 inside the house 
Then find myself looking for my snow bed 
wondering if I am enough
to melt snow




INSCAPE •   58
christopher Knox 
Black Crow Down 
 
Black crow down
black crow swimming down
No friend of air 
No lift
Just a new world of broken wings
The skunk came to cross the highway
Its turned up eye 
reflecting
 flashes of blue sky and the dull mechanics
of car bellies  
The crow came to pick at the skunk’s carrion
and flew too late
 Now
they are both 
 lying side by side on the highway
Whispering to each other about what comes next
Two patients waiting for the doctor
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ned Balbo
The Owls
A variation on Baudelaire’s “Les Hiboux”
They’ve much to think about, these owls
lined up like gods we worshipped once.
They’re watchful, yet beyond suspense.
They meditate on all that falls
under the half-light of their gaze.
Assembled here, they congregate
in black yews where affairs of state
preoccupy their passing days.
Owls, what do you hide from us?
Your hushed deliberations pass—
One day, we’ll know if wisdom comes
to those who imitate you well—
Or if our place between extremes
of fear and flight will trap us still.
ned Balbo
Your Ghost
A variation on Baudelaire’s “The Revenant”
Some angels watch with brutal eyes—
So, too, will I materialize
with other shadows that you keep
beside your bed, who watch you sleep. 
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Expect the freezing kiss foretold—
Imagine moonlight: distant, cold, 
my touch as subtle as the snake’s
smooth scales must feel before he strikes. 
The living lie in bed at dawn.
Not me—you’ll wake to find I’m gone, 
leaving a cold space on your sheets…
Others who love more tenderly
will visit soon, but look for me—
the greater love your fear creates. 
Jeffrey c. alfier
To Those Who Endure on Anaheim Avenue
How little time it takes us to weary
of the games we don’t ever prevail in, 
this harbor world that comes and goes
in the rust of hustling cars and outbound
freighters, the guesswork of succeeding
in walk-in clinics, quick-fix shops, cabarets
and payday loan joints for the day-laborers
for whom calendars were never kind. 
I by no means see what is at the end 
of it all, and perhaps that’s my failure, 
this avenue that goes on being nothing 
but an avenue forever. Palm fronds barely
lean in windless hours mere blocks away 
along the industrial port where I wait each
morning at the union hall for the next job.
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Maybe I’m unmeant to be part of the scene
I bear witness to daily, like the illegible 
faces of thieves that pass in and out 
of some shopkeeper’s gaze, never further
off than a stone’s throw from the crowd.
Jeffrey c. alfier
The Problem with Sunday Morning at the Atomic Inn
I knew you couldn’t guess who this number
was on your caller ID, but no, I don’t know
where my cellphone is. Thank God Nevada
still believes in payphones. Well her name
was Stephanie if that’s important which it’s not
and we’d just ambled separate ways after 
that piss-water dive that fancies itself a western 
saloon, not wanting anything beyond dull words 
in a dull town. I mean, it could have been the way
her red or brown or just dirty blonde hair framed
nothing but a kind face. I didn’t dwell on it
and she ain’t here now. I swear I already forgot
her and how she misnamed every damned song
on the jukebox even the one we danced one
lousy dance to and never got familiar beyond
those questions never meant to go anywhere, like
‘So what in the world are you doing this far west’ –
Yes, this very place, where I now have to ask you
to never hang up on me again, your silence on
the other end like a hotel fire raging at every exit.








You are an unarticulated verse,
the silent words transcending language.
You are an inferno of carnal allegories, 
smoldering in my embers.
You are an unknowable blue heron,
and the air that carries his wings.
However, you are not grapes plucked from the vine,
the wine fermented then poured,
or the giddiness of new love.
And you are certainly not the foolish heart beating.
There is no way you are the wasteland of common lust.
It is possible that you are the desire unnamed,
maybe even the clandestine woodlet tucked in my heart,
but until the bud unfurls at its own will
you can’t easily penetrate the woman I carry within.
And a contemplative pause will disclose
that you are neither the thud on the doorstep
nor the empty bed down the hall. 
It might be poignant for you to hear,
exposing my copious and stimulated imagination,
that I am the bare page you press your pen against.
I mimic the rain in spring,
pelting the gradually waking earth with liquid kisses
until buds burst forth with new life. 
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I am also the orchard grass and the trees
weighted by luscious fruit awaiting your enthusiastic mouth. 
But don’t worry, I am not the unarticulated verse.
You are the unarticulated verse. 
You will always be an inferno of carnal allegories, 
not to mention the moon—swollen—and hung in my sky. 
christopher prewitt
Ingenuity
When we were young we were not
frightened by ingenuity
our parents’ name for the man who
on sunny June days at red lights
spit on the car’s windshield and then
with the wiper blade he’d replaced
his left arm with following
the war his war he’d clean
fly guts and bird shot clear off
the windshield as quick as the light
turned green he’d push himself
off the car’s hood do you remember
mom passed a quarter to us from
the front seat we rolled the window
down to toss the quarter at
ingenuity’s feet his brown boots
we turned right at the curb we waved
back at ingenuity who waved
with his wiper his hand full
of coin the smaller he got the further
we went
INSCAPE •   66
angela sheehan
Here’s Looking at You Looking at Me
Acrylic
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christopher prewitt 
Newlyweds
I lock myself in the bathroom.
She refuses to remove 
the stitches from my mouth
without the aid of a butcher’s knife.
Beside the toilet the cat
paws at the sand in her box
made from left over crucifixes
from the height of Rome’s power.
The white rose remains pinned
to my heart which has a murmur
I was born with. In her hands,
the doorknob shakes
as though this were its first time.
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christopher prewitt 
Funny Glasses on an Ancient Human Skull
Waiting in the sitting room
to have my heart rate monitored,
a star deflates
in my throbbing veins.
A man walks by
with a half-full coffee pot,
complaining of needing a shave.
I’ll take to the grave
the way it looked at me,
the angora rabbit cornered by coyotes
that bit and then fizzled like the end
of sparklers in a child’s hand
while the snow turned black.
Usually I cannot feel my face
after milking the surface of sandstones
along the lake I swam
to curb the summer ennui. 
I have a family history
of sudden deafness
when people talk about the worth of Sunday.
Am I making any sense?
The buzzing comes and goes.
The time spent here is short,
the pain immense.
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christopher prewitt 
Another Failed Effort at Bonding
My wife was trying to walk
her father through music
and where over the Kanawha River
one could pound the bridge’s
metal rails with a brick
to most easily locate
something not sleigh bells, something
resonant hidden in the industrial.
She was speaking with him
over the phone while I tried
to catch my breath as I was pulled
from the river onto a cardboard life raft.
Above me, my father-in-law was
hitting sour notes and apologizing
to his daughter for cursing
unpiloted drones dropping bombs winning elections
in certain polling places
of the human heart. This was turning out to be
a meaningless exercise, my Sunday best
completely soaked for the rescue of a floor lamp
someone had chucked over the bridge
when light was impossible to come by
would be my guess, but what good’s that
when unwanted appliances was the body
you dived in to save. My wife’s dad was no closer
to music than when he first called
why we had been spending Columbus Day
together, i.e., my wife his daughter,
but at least no one drowned
thanks to my low-faced rescuer
who was no closer to a manatee to kiss
than music to a brick.
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christopher prewitt 
Dilemma, Mantra, Bargaining
When an old man you do not know
wears a suit and sits next to you
on the frozen bus bench,
it is to be expected
that you should regret drinking wine
while the captain bled
from where the first mate stabbed him
in the neck with a compass
over the Arctic sea.
It is to be expected
that you should think about 1933,
the year your father gummed a marble
from the hand of the one-armed pastor.
It is to be expected
that you should want to move
your chair to a ledge
with a significantly shorter fall.
I’ll wear this bloody napkin
like a bridal veil and stare
straight ahead, Mr. Unknown,
if you promise to try to control your cough,
your terrible wheezing like a choking vulture
INSCAPE •   72
christopher Burton
Ansco
Black & White Photograph
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christopher Burton
Radiation
Black and White Photograph




прекрачващият в бъдещето вярва
че вярата принася плодове
прекрачилият в бъдещето знае
какви са тези плодове на вкус
а който не прекрачва зъзне тук
сред  ледения ужас на съмненията
Daring
the one who steps into the future believes
that faith brings fruit
the one who stepped into the future knows
the taste of these fruit
and whoever doesn’t step shivers here
amidst the icy horror of doubts
Translated from Bulgarian: Katerina Stoykova-Klemer
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Marin Bodakov
Добавка към едно стихотворение
Освен двата розови крака,
очертали лакомата човка на смъртта,
при взиране в оригинала се открива
ръката на Икар.
Изранен гребен за лабиринта на вълните,
пет пръста, вкопчени в абсурдната опора на водата;
детайл, неподлежащ на репродукция.
После четири пръста.
После три.
An Addition to a Poem
Besides the two pink feet
outlining the greedy beak of death,
upon staring at the original, one discovers
the hand of Icarus.
Sore comb for the labyrinth of waves,
five fingers grasping the absurd support of water;
a detail not subject to reproduction.
Then four fingers.
Then three.
Translated from Bulgarian: Katerina Stoykova-Klemer
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inTeRVieW 
sean l corbin 
An Interview with Donald Ray Pollock
In October 2012, Morehead State University was honored to present the 
Thomas and Lillie D. Chaffin Award for Appalachian Literature to Donald Ray 
Pollock for his novel The Devil All the Time.  The novel, set in southern Ohio 
and parts of West Virginia, tells a haunting story of passion, madness, and the 
lengths people will go to preserve themselves and what they love, and does 
so with a dark authenticity that both registers and disturbs.  During his visit, 
Don was gracious with his time and advice for younger and less-experienced 
writers, and months later, his two days in Morehead still come up in weekly 
conversations.  Recently, Don was kind enough to answer a few brief questions 
about his work and his life, and his answers speak to many of the concerns of 
the emerging contemporary Appalachian writer.
Inscape: Your work carries with it a very authentic quality, whether it be 
character motivations or setting.  How do your own experiences influence 
your creative work?
pollock: I’m not sure how much my own life influences my fiction, but 
I will definitely use stuff I hear or see if it will make the story better.  I’m talking 
mostly about physical details and the way people talk.  For a writer, there’s 
a lot to be gained by walking through a Wal-Mart or sitting in a donut shop 
listening to some VA patients for an hour.  Too, though not quite a Luddite, I 
don’t carry a cell phone or feel the need to be constantly connected.  I realize 
that isn’t an option for many people these days, but I do believe a writer 
greatly benefits from turning the technology off for a while every day and just 
experiencing the real world without any disruptions.  In other words, it helps 
to pay attention.    
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Inscape: Knockemstiff and The Devil All the Time both feature strong 
regional settings.  Would you label yourself a regional writer, and what 
advantages and/or disadvantages do you think come from such a label?
pollock: Well, I set all of my stories mostly in southern Ohio and I guess 
that makes me “regional.”  It’s really just a term that critics and reviewers use, 
and I’m okay with being referred to in that way.  And I really have no desire 
to write about any other place.  I sometimes wonder, though, why  someone 
who, for example, sets all his work in New York City or Los Angeles isn’t also 
referred to as a regional writer, because I’m pretty sure that New York City is 
as much a “region” as Ross County, Ohio.  I know some people tend to view it 
as a slightly “derogatory” term, as if the writer is limited in his subject matter or 
whatever, but I can’t see that.  
Inscape: Your work is often labeled “dark” or “violent.”  Is that something 
you’re conscious of when writing, or does the work just tend to naturally take 
on those qualities?
pollock: Well, I hate to admit it, but I guess the darkness comes naturally 
for me.  Though I’ve tried a few times, I just can’t seem to write a “nice” story 
that works.  Where does this pessimistic attitude come from?  I don’t know 
for sure.  I didn’t have a great childhood, but it was far better than many.  And 
I think I’m a fairly happy person, though I do tend to look upon the world 
as a place that could be so much better if people weren’t such idiots.  Too, I 
sometimes wonder when I’m asked this question if people who write sweet 
romances or maybe uplifting stories about Heaven or animals are asked where 
all their happiness comes from?  For some reason, many people tend to believe 
that if you write about violence, then you’ve been scarred by it, but I don’t 
think that’s necessarily true.  There are some things in the “creative process” 
that just can’t be explained.  
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Inscape: You spent over thirty years working in a paper mill before 
deciding to pursue your MFA.  How did your time at the mill, and outside of 
academia, affect your work?
pollock: Well, I am probably a different writer than I would be if I’d 
gone to college at eighteen and started writing, say, in my twenties.  Too, I 
probably would have had a very different sort of life, that is, I doubt if I would 
have worked in a factory all those years.  But I was forty-five when I decided to 
try to learn how to write, and so I’d already experienced a lot of the pain and 
disappointment and also joy and happiness that comes with having survived 
that many years.  Flannery O’Connor said if you’ve lived to the age of fifteen 
or so, then you have enough experiences under your belt to last you the rest of 
your writing life, and I think that’s true to an extent, but she went through a lot 
of disappointments and illness later on in her life that I’m sure helped make her 
the great writer that she became.  
Inscape: How has your MFA experience benefited your work?  Can you 
talk a bit about the value of formal education in creative writing?
pollock: The MFA program at Ohio State got me away from the paper 
mill, and I will forever be indebted to Michelle Herman for talking me into 
applying.  There was the promise of three years of support, plus I was finally 
going to be around some people who truly cared about writing, something I’d 
never experienced before.  Of course, the workshops were a major part of that 
three years, and I received a ton of great advice from a lot of serious people, 
almost more than I could assimilate (it took me a while to learn how to just 
take what I needed and leave the rest).  In the end, though, I think the friends I 
made and just having more time to write were the best parts about it.  And for 
many, a MFA program gives them the opportunity to decide if they really do 
want to devote their lives to writing, which is a very tough gig most of the time.  
Many realize they just aren’t cut out for it and that’s a good thing for them to 
find out early on.  I think a person is fortunate if they can go get a MFA, but I 
don’t think it’s something you need to be a writer. 
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nOnFicTiOn
sean l corbin 
Silence
In the morning I slide off of the couch like spilt pudding down the kitchen 
drawers, slow, thick from refrigeration.  The chill from outside the single afghan 
deemed suitable the night before reminds me that heat rises and the room I 
sleep in at my parents’ house is underground.  Sandpaper creeps up my calves.  
The tile in the bathroom is like cold limestone against my feet.  I remember the 
cold tiles in the hospital, the purified air circulated through the halls, the mini-
fridge with a week’s worth of soda in the corner of the hospice room.  I brush 
my teeth, slinging pale blue paste against the mirror.
I pass my sister on the way to the shower upstairs.  Her eyes are swollen, 
and I remember my nephew.  Sleep was hard to come by for everyone.  She 
looks at me and smiles a smirk never meant to be a smirk, only her best efforts.  
Her footsteps smack against the panel floor towards our parents’ room.  I step 
into the guest bathroom, lock the door, and catch a glimpse of my bare body 
while the water fills the nook with steam.  Swollen around the midsection, 
weak legs, purple domino mask beneath my eyebrows.  I remember the 
varicose veins swelling against Nana’s skin, her skin that stretched out tight to 
make her legs Italian sausages.  I remember sitting in the hospital room years 
ago, reading Stephen King and fearing more the shallow gasps and whimpers 
echoing from her bed than anything in the text.  The memory of sunken sheets 
below her left knee slides past.  The shower is ready.  I rush in.
The burn of the water slips down the curves of my body, covering my 
skin in Dial.  I grind the apricot facial wash into my cheeks and forehead and 
wash it away, watching the grains tremble in circles down the drain.  There’s 
no shampoo and I don’t need it anyway.  Turning the levers inward, I pull a 
heavy red towel from the ring beside the stall and pat my chest and legs dry.  
Water drips onto my feet.  I remember the warm yellow drip on my sandaled 
toes, standing in the hospital years ago, when Nana still stood to greet me in 
the doorway.  The stains of urine followed my white socks into the garbage.  A 
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week ago, Mamaw reminded me about this.  I pull on my plaid boxers and go 
to the kitchen for a cookie.
There is a box of fried chicken hiding between the mounds of flowers 
on the counter.  On the stove is the spaghetti my father’s company sent.  My 
cousin’s country ham is in bags destined for the fridge.  I bite into the soft batch 
cookie and sip some milk from a coffee mug.  How many more times will I 
hear about her famous fried chicken Sunday dinners this week?  And every 
time, my mind wanders to the five-layer strawberry cake she made for my 
birthdays.  The cool burst of strawberries between my teeth, the taste of thick 
grains of sugar trembling in circles down my throat.  I swallow the cookie and 
go downstairs to get dressed.
I slip into the new black trousers and fill the pockets with my keys and 
wallet and change.  The blue dress shirt my mother bought yesterday hangs in 
the window.  I pull it across my shoulders, feel the smooth fibers rub against 
my arm hair, and tuck the remainder into my pants.  The new black dress shoes 
pinch my toes and I wince walking towards the mirror.  While I tie the new 
black-blue tie around my neck I can’t help but yawn from the sleepless night, 
my mouth gaping open as I pull the tie closed.  I remember the way she laid 
there four nights ago, her eyes closed, her skin pale and cold.  Her mouth hung 
open like Carter Caves, silent.  I wanted to say something, to fill the room with 
words, but all there was was silence.
I reach the top of the stairs and meet my family, clean-shaven, eyes 
swollen, ironed and exhausted.  My mother smiles and checks my tie and 
hugs me tightly.  My father puts his arm around me and checks the time.  In 
the guest room my nephew is looking for horses and my sister is helping.  The 
family gathers together and makes driving arrangements.  I decide to drive 
myself to Owingsville.  I remember passing the nursing home twice a month, 
driving towards the bank or the doctor or my mother’s office.  The car never 
made the turn up the hill.  It was the lack of conversation as much as anything 
else that kept me from making that turn.  It is the lack of conversation as much 
as anything else that makes me drive alone to Owingsville.  There is nothing 
more to say.
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sean l corbin 
An appreciation for foreign cinema 
It’s the gin, the gin slipping down my throat and burning my tonsils, the 
sweet bitter taste of something serious passing over my tongue for the first 
time, like kissing god, that brings the head change, that dims the low hum 
of my classmates rumbling through a friend’s basement, that illuminates the 
German pornography shining silently from the widescreen television covered 
in VHS tapes, that calms me for the first time in crowds, lets me rock in the 
recliner with a stein of gin and red Kool-Aid on my knee and forget all about 
the dark hallways of McNabb Middle School and the loneliness of a walk 
amongst friends and her, finally lets me forget about her and the way her smile 
pities me in our one class together, finally lets me quit thinking about the 
eighth graders and their laughter directed towards the junior pro football jersey 
I wore to school a few weeks ago, finally lets me relax.
I think people might be fooling around in the next room, groping each 
other like only twelve year olds can, in the dark, trying to be loud and quiet 
at the same time – quiet just in case their partner figures out that they don’t 
know what the hell they’re doing, that maybe this isn’t all it’s cracked up to be 
on the widescreen, maybe a mustache is necessary for orgasm, yet loud so that 
everyone else knows something is going down, something is happening in 
that tiny black room, something that will easily be imagined into existence and 
then confirmed in the morning, or perhaps on Monday in the lunchroom – 
and something is something I will hear all about and turn green over, looking 
over at her while I chew my hamburger and wish my hangover would just go 
away already, the hangover I am already learning to mask, my first taste of the 
arts.
My glass grows warmer and warmer, the drink not nearly as appealing, 
the burn more pronounced, and yet I still keep tipping it back against my lips 
and setting my stomach on fire, still keep holding it up and flashing red teeth 
to everyone who walks by, the ones I’ve always wanted to know, the group I’ve 
desperately fought with my parents about Abercrombie sweatshirts for, the 
people who need to see how cool I am when my inhibitions are torched away 
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– the jokes I can make, the lurid nonsensical enraged rants I can spew for their 
entertainment, which is the best drug, the only way to make it through sixth 
grade – that, and an appreciation for foreign cinema.
I hear everyone out in the driveway, a basketball slamming against the 
concrete, but my feet won’t move – the glass is too heavy, I suck at basketball 
anyway, and something strange is happening.  The television is dimming, 
changing, twisting colors into a fog through my thick lenses.  I see myself on 
the screen, slightly thinner, a plastic water bottle full of vodka in my hands, the 
owner of the drive-in calling our parents, my father yelling at me in our front 
room beneath the stairs.  I see myself in a future friend’s recliner, watching 
Cinemax at midnight, cracking open a pint of Old Fitz.  I see myself in our 
dining room, lying on the carpet staring into a bright light as our computer 
chair creaks beneath the weight of two friends fucking.  I see myself in an open 
field holding a gun and a cup, firing at an innocent pink bear propped up on 
a box, my future friends shaking their heads.  I see myself holding a piece of 
paper and desiring a drink despite an instant vow of sobriety.  I see myself 
falling again and again.  Sitting on a future friend’s couch drinking vodka 
straight and watching a football movie and puking.  Projectile vomiting into 
a trash can on a sidewalk outside a Mount Sterling saloon.  Standing on my 
future porch with a bourbon and coke in one hand and a book in the other.  I 
see myself gripping my side.  I see myself on the screen, much dimmer now, 
as if I’ve reached a point in the movie that hasn’t yet been filmed, as if thirteen 
years of post production have passed.  I’m staring back at me, tired.  I’m 
screaming, but the television is still muted, the colors running yellow.
The back door opens and the screen reverts to sex, my friends spotted in 
sweat, the girls staring vapidly at the boys, and I feel the weight of the glass on 
my thigh, heavy, like warnings that sink down into the back of my neck, like 
bonus scenes wiped free of dust and inserted in the middle of a movie, like 
memories of something that hasn’t happened yet. 
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sara Volpi 
Alive
It is summer. I am eight years old. The air is heavy and rain is on its way. 
Cumulonimbus clouds have overtaken the sun. My three sisters and I are in 
our swimsuits waiting to hear the first drop of rain sizzle on the hot concrete. 
The front door is slung open wide, a torrent of mechanically cooled air rushing 
out to meet the wind. Our four tiny bodies squeeze through the door opening, 
one solid unit, none of us yielding to the other. All trying to get to the rain first. 
My hair, gathered into a long braid, is falling down my back toward my waist. 
Anna, the sister closest in age to me, has her hand around my shoulder. We 
stand together, heads raised towards the sky beyond the covering of our front 
porch. The green hedges in front of us need to be trimmed. Weeds surround 
them and we know we will have to pull them again soon. A bird is heard 
but not seen, hiding in the maple tree in our front yard, the only tree on our 
property - too fragile to climb. We regret that the hard soil in our Kentucky 
yard let the dogwood we planted die. We hope the maple will last. 
My father opens the garage. Mom winks at him; sets towels out for us on 
the bumper of his prized forest green Land Rover. We pile our flip-flops next 
to the front door and take off, pushing each other like we are all running for 
the same prize. Like there will not be enough rain for all of us. I have taken my 
glasses off. The world is a blur of colors and that makes it even more exciting. It 
is lunchtime, but the sky is dark and the day is loud with thunder, the lightning 
hiding behind distant clouds. Mom keeps a watchful eye out. If the lightning 
comes too close, our game will end. 
The four Volpi girls run a route from the front porch to the edge of our 
driveway, about ten yards or so, following Lydia, the oldest. We play tag, our 
fingers sliding off of wet shoulders where they should be stopping. We find 
puddles and jump in unison, spraying each other with debris from the street, 
kicking up blades of grass from the neighbor’s freshly cut yard. Dead bugs who 
are smaller than the rain drops. Ants whose homes are demolished by a single 
drop of water. 
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Lightning flickers. Like a light bulb’s last explosive word before it burns 
out. The storm is moving closer. Mom wants us to come inside. Thunder roars 
close to our heads and we run shrieking to the shelter of the garage, watching 
the rain fall in slanted sheets. Lydia pushes me toward the rain. Thunder. I 
scream at her. Push her back. We forget the electricity circling above our heads. 
We all run toward the mailbox, circle the basketball goal my dad cemented 
into the driveway a few years ago. Pretend we are actors in Singin’ in the Rain. 
I grab an umbrella and rest its cold metal shaft on my shoulder, spinning it and 
watching the rain fly off in a circle around me. I jump into a puddle. Mary, the 
youngest, joins me. The fireworks above seem to have moved on. Anna and 
Lydia run toward us. We all fit under the umbrella. We lock arms and try to do 
the can-can. Lightning. We stop. Thunder. 
We run back to the garage, panting. Rain dripping off our fingers. 
Goosebumps. Adrenaline making our hearts pound. Mom yells for us to come 
inside. The clouds continue to send their rage forward. We watch, a tiny flock 
of sheep huddled in beach towels. I wonder if the same rain that falls on our 
new house in Kentucky will send my love to Louisiana. 
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Rebecca Rine-stone 
I’d Like to Thank My Colon
I’m in a closet at an investment firm.  It’s been converted to a “mothering 
room,” but really, it’s still a closet that reeks of garlic from the salad dressing in 
the mini-fridge that’s meant to hold breast milk working mothers pump to take 
home to their babies.  It’s disconcerting to see my bottle of freshly pumped 
milk neighboring a bottle of Hidden Valley Ranch, but I refuse to let them—
the creamy-dressing-eating stock-market zombies—take over my mothering 
room, so I defiantly put my milk next to the dressing as if it were a soldier, 
standing unapologetically proud to rightfully claim its territory in the mini-
fridge.  If it could talk, in my mind it looks around the fridge and defensively 
says, “Yeah, so what?  I came out of her boob.  What are YOU lookin’ at?” The 
cool-kid crowd of dressing and Bennigans leftovers look at my breast milk 
and he’s forced to fend for himself as they stare him up and down with a snarl.  
A more polite employee might put a label on her milk warning others not to 
drink it, but not me.  I like the idea of a six-figure-earning employee thinking 
he’s going to sneak just a little free milk to put in his coffee, never to realize 
the difference.  Besides, this is supposed to be MY room and MY room alone 
since I’m the only breastfeeding mother in the firm.  In fact, I’m tempted to 
drive the point totally home by squirting milk everywhere like a dog marking 
her territory, turning the room into a lactose Pollock painting.  
The room also carries the stench of burnt hair and drool—burnt hair 
because employees curl their hair in here before work—employees who 
definitely are not mothers, but are simply women who are trying to stay on 
top of the tall command to look fabulous demanded by those in charge—
and it smells like drool because stoner employees nap in here and use the 
same blanket over and over that’s now rolled up into a ball and shoved into 
a cupboard, the smell of sleep lingering in the stale air.  The combination of 
garlic, burnt hair, and drool is not my first choice of ideal conditions in which 
to prepare my daughter’s food.  
This room has become such a non-mothering room, in fact, that it’s 
occupied nearly every time I come to use it.  When my breasts become 
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swollen water balloons ready to burst, I feverishly knock on the door as if 
out of an episode of The Brady Bunch where six kids are fighting over one 
bathroom, only it’s not my bladder that’s full.  I stay at my desk as long as 
possible simply because it’s not feasible to stop working if I want to work only a 
nine-hour day.  I see my baby for only an hour a day as it is, so I must make sure 
I don’t have to stay any later.  So I work until the feeling of hot knives scraping 
along my skin becomes unbearable as my breasts reach the full mark. 
I’ve got two suction cups attached to my bare milk-suppliers; my Ann 
Taylor shirt is pulled up and lassoing my neck.  It doesn’t exactly fit into my 
everyday style of clothing that consists of tank tops and thrift-store t-shirts that 
advertise Manischewitz or the Rolling Stones.
I kick off my high-heeled shoes which make me feel like I’m a sixth-grader 
playing dress-up, trying to mimic someone professional instead of actually 
being someone professional.  Being barefoot and shirtless in a closet is the 
most comfortable I am for my whole day at work.   
My high-end breast milk pump sets on the counter, tubes connecting the 
machine to the suction cups to my body.  I splurged on the more expensive 
pump, rationalizing that I needed to pump milk as fast as possible at a job 
where taking a lunch break was seen as not being a team player.  I turn on the 
machine and you’d think since it’s the Cadillac of breast pumps, it would hum 
smoothly, but instead it hisses and jolts like an angry cat working something 
up out of its stomach.  On the lowest speed it regurgitates a k-yoo…k-
yoo…k-yoo…kkkkk-heeee sound; on the highest speed, a k-yookkkk-heeek-
yookkkkk-heeee sound.  The sound is always alarming to me, especially 
when it comes in a closet at an investment firm and I’m nearly naked and 
employees who can’t live without their salad dressing or afternoon siestas are 
knocking on the door.  It seems so surreal and out of context, like when I have 
one of my recurring dreams where I’m going to the bathroom in the stacks 
of encyclopedias at the library.  I keep my eyes locked on the door handle 
the entire time, knowing that I locked it, but convincing myself that staring at 
it will make it be extra, extra locked.  I fear being walked in on and trying to 
explain the scene.  It looks much sexier than it actually is with my shoes and 
bra haphazardly thrown onto the floor as if someone were in the throes of 
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passion.  Nope, I am just a mad, half-naked scientist amidst suction cups and 
tubes, simply trying to make lunch for her baby in a closet in an investment 
firm.  
Through the door I can hear the muffled voices of men and women in 
suits, discussing investment terms that I don’t understand, but I give a knowing 
nod and solid eye contact to convey understanding in any discussion I have, 
when in reality I’m constantly wondering which part of my daughter’s life I’m 
missing out on.  I pretend to take notes in meetings, but the notes are always 
to-do lists that inevitably have some variation of the command “Get out of 
here” as one of my chores to cross off my list.  At the end of stock market-
update meetings, the facilitator often asks, “Are there any questions?” and 
I’m often tempted to raise my hand and ask, “So what IS the stock market?” 
because I’m still not even clear on that yet after two and a half years of being 
immersed in it.   So to say I am a fish out of water would be an understatement.  
I am a fish who’s on the sand, flopping around, convulsing in the blinding sun, 
screaming and kicking trying to get her ridiculous rump-raising heels off and 
swim home to her baby.  I am, in fact, a bottle of warm breast milk amidst a 
cool-kid crowd of Bennigans leftovers and dressing.  
My goals in life are simple:   go for long walks with my family; teach my 
daughter the importance of nature, music, homemade meals, and gardening; 
go camping; go for bike rides; play guitar; volunteer; be grateful and kind—
not exactly characteristics that would qualify me to work at one of the world’s 
fanciest investment firms where the word “money” alone sends employees into 
orgasmic delirium.  But the Executive Vice President liked me in my interview.  
I was myself, which is a little sassy and silly.  I didn’t try to impress her because 
I don’t think I wanted to.  She asked me why I wasn’t wearing a suit—all the 
other candidates she had seen that day were wearing them.  I told her honestly 
I don’t have enough money to buy a suit nor do I feel comfortable in suits and 
I was banking on the fact that she would like my personality and see my strong 
work ethic without the guise of a suit.  She hired me on the spot.  
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I should’ve listened to my gut back then when it warned me I cannot pull 
off this charade of fitting into Corporate America.  There are plenty of fantastic, 
responsible people who find it a great environment in which to thrive—I 
am not one of those people.  But I wanted it to work.  I was Cinderella’s ugly 
stepsister shaving away the corns on my feet, cursing when the glass slipper 
of a stressful, stuffy, well-paying job wouldn’t fit.  I wanted to enjoy the long 
work hours and pour my heart into what I was doing instead of getting caught 
up in the fact that I was using none of my talents or knowledge or degrees 
I’ve worked hard to obtain because those things don’t pay the bills as easily.  I 
wanted to wake up one morning and put on my heels only to realize I didn’t 
feel like I was merely mimicking a professional, but I had actually morphed 
into one and I could stop my juvenile resisting.  That never came close to 
coming to fruition.  
I compare my being in Corporate America to Elton John being forced 
to be a hockey player—it just doesn’t look or feel right or natural.  At work, 
I would often stare out the windows of the office kitchen into the adjacent 
building while my brown-bag lunch was warming up in the microwave, hoping 
to see other workers who didn’t want to be there to remind me that, yes, this 
is what adults do and I am one of those adults.  It’s simply what…we… do, so 
stop over-analyzing it so much.  We stuff ourselves into suits and put on our 
play-well-with-others faces and we use corporate phrases created to mask our 
true emotions like, “Who’s going to drive the bus on this project?” and “That 
was a real teachable moment.”  
Everyone else seemed to be so good at fitting into this world, but it 
literally made me nauseous each morning when the elevator doors opened 
and I knew I’d have nine hours ahead of me of pretending to be something I 
just wasn’t.   I felt embarrassed and sensitive that I just couldn’t buck up and 
handle the situation.  I kept scolding myself for being so hell-bent on finding 
a job I’d like.  Why can’t money be what leads me?  Don’t I owe that to my 
daughter?  Am I being selfish?  
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In the closet, I look down at a photo of my little Cece Lou.  A photo of 
your baby is meant to induce milk flow while you’re pumping as if your body 
will be tricked into thinking your baby is actually in the room with you and 
in need of food, thereby producing more milk.  It’s an unnatural gimmick 
humans have created to rationalize juggling too much in life and for each of the 
three times I pump at work each day and I see the picture, my heart seriously 
revolts and pouts at the whole situation.  She’s four months old in the picture 
and she’s wearing a sunhat while sitting on a swing.  Her chubby cheeks nearly 
engulf her face and the rolls of fat on her arms and legs are waves of doughy 
goodness.  I was kneeling on the ground when I took the photo looking up at 
her and she’s looking down at me with a gummy grin and a line of happy drool 
is caught mid-drip in the photo slipping from her mouth.  The money I’m 
earning cannot replace time, the money I’m earning cannot replace time, the 
money I’m earning cannot replace time is a thought that nestled in and picked 
away at my brain like rust on a bicycle chain or a vulture on a carcass.
It doesn’t help that while at work I often listen to country music where 
most of the lyrics sing the praises of living a simple life that focuses on love and 
not money.  I post a quote on my cubicle that says, “The trouble with life in the 
fast lane is that you get to the other end in an awful hurry” to remind me to 
find a way to stop and trade my proverbial high-heeled, caffeinated race car in 
for a dilapidated pony who likes to nap, giggle, and eat Charleston Chews.
No, I didn’t listen to my gut like I should have in the interview, but nearly 
three years later my colon started to clench his fists in defiance and scream at 
me until I finally listened.  Who knew the smartest part of my body would be 
the one that carries fecal matter.  
****
Months after my breast milk has given up and gone away as a result of 
not seeing my child enough, I’m in the mothering room again.  I’m hunched 
over on the floor in a fetal position, my innards fighting each other.  It’s the end 
of the quarter, which means I cannot afford to miss a second of work.  I must 
crank out reports to let rich people know if they’re now super rich or just rich 
as a result of the prior quarter’s performance.  Within an hour of giving myself 
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pep talks off the mothering room floor and dragging myself back to my desk, 
it’s gotten so bad that I can barely stand the pain long enough to pick up the 
phone to ask a coworker friend for help.  
My forehead has formed a sweaty seal against my desk as the paramedics 
take me away.
As they begin to roll me away, I feel defeated as though every last morsel 
of energy has been sucked out of me, splattered and now oozing down the 
wall.  I am a rag doll on the gurney, staring off into the distance focusing on 
nothing.  I hear the murmurs of coworkers wondering what’s going on, but 
my eyes stay focused straight ahead on nothing.  The catatonic gaze feels like a 
warm blanket.  The giving up is relief and victorious in itself.
****
“Interesting,” the doctor is saying.  He just advised me to act like I’m in 
college again and “Chug, chug, chug!” the  thick chalk-like barium as if it were 
Keystone Ice rather than medicinal liquid used to see my contorted innards.  
I’m standing in an upright Cat Scan machine, and after I roll from side to side, 
the barium coats my entire esophagus, stomach and intestines, and I can see 
this on the TV screen that is to my right.  
The doctor’s sidekick, an energetic nymph in pink scrubs, keeps popping 
his head in and out of the “control” room in spastic, troll-like movements, 
choreographing my next move for my intestinal photo shoot.  He is a gay, 
miniature version of Ricky Ricardo, flashing “jazz hands” at me as he tells me 
I’m doing great.  I laugh out loud and make a mental note about how he is 
pretty much the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen.
My intestines are broadcast to me via the TV, and I stare at it in nausea.  
No one asked if I minded having to see my innards on a flat screen television.  
I am a person who sticks to the logic that the less I know about what my guts 
look like, the better off I am.  The doctor finally comes out of his control room 
behind a wall of glass and makes his way up to the TV screen.
“Interesting, this is really, really interesting.  I’ve never seen anything like 
this.”  These are not words a patient ever wants to hear.  This is my body he’s 
talking about—not some specimen somewhere belonging to someone.  I 
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AM that someone right here in the room next to him, shivering nervously in 
a skimpy hospital gown that I know I didn’t tie correctly because I can never 
seem to get it right.  My palms begin to dampen with sweat and the lingering 
barium has left my tongue feeling like cement.  I don’t ask for him to elaborate 
because I don’t want to know, but he volunteers the information nonetheless.  
“You see this?” he asks as he points to the picture on the flat screen.  “All of this 
is not where it’s supposed to be.  It’s in a big pile, but it should be pinned up 
framing your torso.  It’s like your intestines are a bunch of deflated balloons, 
and they fell down into one pile.”  
I’ve never done well in medical settings.  I had my hip rebuilt three times 
as a kid due to hip dysplasia and have spent enough time in hospitals to leave 
me with paranoia against hospitals or anything medical.  I get on edge and 
nervous and start feeling like a skittish puppy whenever someone wearing 
a long white coat is coming near me, even if it’s not for me or even if it’s just 
a cosmetic counter worker at Macy’s who is wearing a white coat to let you 
know just how serious she takes the art of doing makeup.  He must sense my 
unease because he’s careful to lighten his tone and hide his fascination with my 
crooked colon.   I explain that I have no idea what I’m looking at because I’m 
unaware of what “normal” intestines should look like, so he takes out a book 
and shows me, and there it is—a tidy, organized coil that frames the torso, 
not a cluttered, collapsed pile.  He informs me my insides have twisted in on 
themselves, so much so that my appendix—which is normally on the ride side 
of the body—is now on my left.  
****
I’m in our second-floor condo in Chicago, my belly bloated from surgery, 
staring out the window at the sunlight illuminating dancing dust particles.   
“The surgery was easy,” the cavalier doctor has told me with a movie-star grin 
staged perfectly above a chiseled chin.  “It took only twenty minutes to take 
out your entire colon, put it on the table, straighten it out and put it back in.”  It 
feels like someone has been using my abdomen as a punching bag.
All I have to do now is relax and enjoy not producing investor reports 
in a sky-rise rat cage for the next few weeks while my body heals.  I have a lot 
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of time now to really think about the fact that life is too short to work myself 
into the ground, especially at a job I have no interest in.  I don’t think the job at 
the investment firm caused my intestines to fall apart.  I’m sure they were that 
way for a while and the stress from the job just alerted me to it, but I’m oddly 
grateful it happened.  It has given me time to slow down and observe the train 
wreck my life has become and switch tracks.
I focus more on the sunlight projecting through the window, the sounds 
of the city down below: a shout here, a bus there.  I pick up my laptop, take a 
deep breath and an answer is coming to me.  It’s an answer I don’t really want 
to hear, and it’s an answer to a question I haven’t even been asking.  But the 
answer comes to me nonetheless, and I put my head back on the chair and 
chew on my lips, my heart beating in my ears.
I have an offer to be an adjunct English instructor at a community college 
near Chicago. The word adjunct is code for “bottom feeder who must bust 
her ass to prove herself in hopes of one day climbing the ranks to full-fledged 
professor who can pay her bills again.”  The offer was made to me months 
ago, and I’ve been sitting on it because the pay is so low, but now with my 
weakened state and painkillers and the dust particles pirouetting in the air so 
eloquently, I revisit the email from the professor.   
This recovery, this slowing down of life, has forced me to reevaluate.  Yes, 
money is great.  Paying bills is such a privilege and blessing.  Being able to buy 
fresh, healthy food and an occasional book is great, too.  As I sit here staring 
at my computer screen, I envision what my world will be like taking away the 
safety net of money.  It scares me.  It makes me feel selfish for even entertaining 
the idea of dragging my daughter into this hippie-drippy, idealistic mess that is 
me.
But I push the send button to accept the position anyway because I now 
know it’s the right thing to do. I push the send button because the idea of going 
back to a gray cubicle earning money for something that stifles me scares me 
more than not having money. I push the send button because I want to be 
proud of what I do, not sickened by it.  I push the send button because I want 
my daughter to live her life that way as well.
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****
 I’ve been teaching for four years now, creatively piecing together 
laughable wages to make ends meet.   I’ve had the privilege of being home 
more with Cece and having another baby, our son Georgie.  The path to 
choosing happiness over money has not been easy, and I wish this story ended 
with a saccharine moral of “Go after your dreams and money will follow!” but 
I’ve come to know that’s sort of malarkey.  That phrase should be amended 
to read “Go after your dreams, but don’t wait until you’re thirty-six and trying 
to juggle two kids and a life because you’ll get tired and to start a new career, 
you’ll be expected to jump through hoops and get paid peanuts at first, so 
hurry up and hop to it now.” But I guess that’s too lengthy of a phrase to fit onto 
cross-stitch.
If I were offered that job at the investment firm again, I’d kick it in the face.  
I know it’s the responsible thing to do to go to work, earn money and provide 
for your kids, but I think it’s also the responsible thing to do to not allow your 
life to get so foreign to you that you don’t even recognize yourself as you lie 
quivering on a mothering room floor, missing your baby.
My colon, the sage sensi he is, has taught me I at least know what I don’t 
want.  The verdict’s still out whether or not I can make a true living from 
teaching, but at least it’s given me time, time to be home more with my kids 
and watch them grow.  
My path has been anything but smooth and straight.  Like my colon it’s 
been a crooked, winding mystery, but it has led me here to today and I have to 
believe I’m heading in the right direction as I look in my rearview mirror and 
see my kids in the backseat, laughing so hard they’re nearly snorting, their skin 
kissed by the summer sun.  Sure, I trimmed Georgie’s hair with dog clippers to 
save money, and Cece is wearing hand-me-downs from an old friend and we’re 
on our way to the grocery store to buy beans and rice, but this is good.  I feel it 
in my gut.
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Jo Grayson 
The Gospel of Herman
In the beginning of the gospel of Herman, Herman was tested to prove 
his love for the Lord. He taught at the Lucky-stop Pentecostal church, where 
the Lucky-stop Bar used to stand, but there was a falling out and Herman had 
to leave the church. Rather than give up on his Lord, Herman decided to start 
his own church, but he did not have a church to teach in, so, every Sabbath and 
any other day that Herman could gather up enough people, Herman would 
stand on the front porch of the house he built for himself and his wife and 
would preach the word of God, while his congregation would stand or sit in 
his front yard. One day a man came to Herman and told him that there was 
a church house for sale, but it was in the mountains far away from his home. 
Herman soon learned that the church that the man spoke of was going to be 
turned into an apartment complex, so Herman bought the church to keep this 
house of the Lord from becoming something else and so that he could give 
the church back to the people when all was finished. Upon looking around, 
Herman could see that though the church needed quite a bit of mending, the 
little church had potential and with the help of his Lord, prayer, and sacrifice, 
he could build up this tiny church in the mountains. 
At first, there were only two people who came to the church every 
Sunday. Those people were Herman and his wife, Maxine, but Herman was 
determined to build his church. Every Sunday, as his wife sat in the front pew, 
Herman would preach to his wife and the four walls surrounding them, until 
some of the people of the land began to be curious. It was then that more 
people would show up, and then a few more. And as these people showed up, 
Herman would take up an offering for the church, which he used to repaint 
the walls, replace the carpet, bring in microphones, and newly padded pews. 
Eventually, Herman decided that the people needed to gain something for 
what they had put into the church, so he decided to take food donations and 
began having dinner at the church every Tuesday night after his sermons; that 
way, those who were hungry and couldn’t afford to buy enough food for their 
families could come and eat and Herman and his wife would take plates to 
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those who were too sick to make it to the church. All these things Herman did 
to show his love for the Lord. 
And then one day, he decided to invite someone new to the church. 
She was a nice lady, but there was something different about the lady and her 
family. In her youth, Maria fell in love with a man named Danny, but Danny’s 
skin was dark and Maria’s skin was light and many people in the land believed 
that it was a sin for a person with light skin to love a person with dark skin. But 
Herman knew that all people were children of the Lord and did not let other 
people’s ways cloud his devotion for Him. All people were welcome in this 
church. So Maria came to the church one night, but did not bring her husband 
or her children with her. A few of the church members took Maria off to the 
side and explained to her that she was living a life of sin and that she was not 
welcome in the church in which she had been invited. Some of the people had 
known Maria outside of the walls of the church and the news spread quickly 
that she was different. Maria left the church in tears, never to return. She knew 
that Herman meant her no harm, but the congregation was not willing to 
accept Maria and her family, so there was no point in returning. She would 
seek the word of God elsewhere, where she and her family would be welcome 
with open arms. An anonymous person soon came to Herman and told him 
what had happened to Maria and why she had left the church. 
The following Sunday, Herman had planned out a sermon to teach the 
congregation about the Golden Rule and how unacceptable their behavior 
that night had been, but there were only a handful who showed up to the 
church that Sunday and none of them had taken part in the events. The people 
who had taken part, knew that their actions were wrong and were afraid of 
what Herman would say to them when he found out what they had done. 
Herman could be as gentle as a newborn lamb some of the time and at other 
times he could be as fierce as a lion, but Herman would not be fooled by the 
game that his congregation was playing. Herman was not an angry man, but he 
knew he needed to teach these members of the congregation that what they 
had done was wrong. So, rather than lash out in anger at people who did not 
deserve to be punished, he decided to skip that sermon and save it for Tuesday 
night when he knew that all of the congregation would show up. By the 
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following Tuesday, Herman had enough time to think more about the sermon 
he was going to give that night and had time to pray that all would go well and 
that what he was doing was the right thing to do. 
As people piled into the church for the sermon, Herman greeted all of 
them with open arms and a nice firm hand shake or a hug. His wife sat in her 
usual spot and said nothing unless she was spoken to, and my sister and I sat 
next to her, knowing that something was going to happen, but not sure how 
everything would be played out. As everyone began to settle themselves, 
Herman made his way to the pulpit and stood at the front of the crowd waiting 
for everyone to get quiet. 
Then he began, “Let us pray,” and some of the congregation stood, others 
got down on the floor, but the entire congregation began to pray. 
It was then that I could feel the suspicion in the room. Some of us knew 
what was going to happen when everyone had finished with their prayers, 
but others did not and I began to feel like a few of them were getting a little 
nervous. Then I could hear the “Amen’s” going around the room, until the last 
person had finished their prayer and you could hear the tiniest whisper, “Amen.”
Again, Herman looked out at the congregation and opened his Bible to 
a page he had marked with a piece of notebook paper that had been scribbled 
on a few days before. Putting on his glasses, he began to read: 
35  And Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of life: he that cometh 
to me shall never hunger; and he that believeth on me shall never 
thirst. 
36  But I said unto you, That ye also have seen me, and believe not. 
37  All that the Father giveth me shall come to me; and him that 
cometh to me I will in no wise cast out. ( John, Ch. 6, KJV)
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As his face began to get hot and red, Herman picked up his Bible and 
turned to another page he had marked and read: 
5  Now the God of patience and consolation grant you to be like-
minded one toward another according to Christ Jesus: 
6  That ye may with one mind and one mouth glorify God, even the 
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
7  Wherefore receive ye one another, as Christ also received us to 
the glory of God.  (Romans, Ch. 15, KJV)
By this time, the congregation had begun unsettling themselves and 
everyone knew that something about this sermon would be different. 
Herman paused and looked up at the congregation and said, “Now the 
other day, I invited a woman to the church who was a really good woman and 
who lives her life by the way of the Lord, but as all of you will notice, she is not 
with us here today.” 
And the people began to look around the room in search of a person that 
was not there. And that was when Herman began to lash out in his sermon. 
His palms were sweating and his face was red, but he let his congregation know 
that what they had done to this poor woman would not have been tolerated by 
Christ and would also not be tolerated by himself. 
And he said to the people, “It is not this woman who should be cast out 
of the church for the life she has lived, but those in the church who are not 
willing to accept her, regardless of whatever sins she has committed. All of 
us have sinned, but it is those who repent who will dwell in the house of the 
Lord. Now, if you believe that you were not wrong in your actions against this 
woman, then you can just leave right now!” 
A few of the people squirmed in their seats, but no one moved and my 
sister and I sat there, our hearts pounding, wondering how long the sermon 
would last, but not even the ladies of the church who usually went down to 
the basement kitchen toward the end of the sermon moved. Everyone stayed 
in their seats and when Herman was finally finished with his sermon, again he 
said, “Let us pray.” 
INSCAPE •   102
Again, many of the people stood or got in the floor to pray and I could 
hear voices all over the room asking God to please forgive them for the sins 
that they had committed in the house of the Lord, but others prayed for other 
things and when the last person had whispered their “Amen,” Herman said to 
the people, “Now, as usual there will be dinner served in the basement of the 
church for all of those who wish to stay and eat with us.” 
And the people knew that the storm had passed and Herman had 
finished his sermon. A few of the people left the church that night without 
joining the congregation in the basement, but most of them stayed to have 
dinner. At the next service, half of the congregation was missing, but Herman 
didn’t let this worry him. On the following Tuesday, about a fourth of the small 
congregation was missing and it was then that Herman knew that the ones 
missing that night would never again return. Either they felt disgraced in the 
house of the Lord or they didn’t find any fault in their actions, but Herman 
knew that either way, the Lord knew that Herman was doing His work 
according to the teachings of Jesus Christ and that the Lord would have mercy 
on him in the end.








“You want a drink?”
Jabe raised his head from the counter and flinched, seeing Charlie’s 
chubby round face so close to his.
“Get away from me,” Jabe said. “Like waking into a bad dream.”
“All I asked is if you wanted a drink,” Charlie said. He stood up and 
adjusted a strap on his overalls. Jabe fingered the twenty dollar bill in his 
pocket. He pulled the wadded green bill out and spread it on the table.
“Need a pint of Grandad,” he muttered and moved a shock of hair from 
his eye. Charlie stepped over to the table and snatched up the money with a 
suspicious eye toward Jabe.
“It’s good,” the boy said quickly.
Charlie shrugged his shoulders then plodded through a swinging door to 
the back room. He reappeared moments later with a fifth in his hand. “This is 
all I got, Jabe. You think your daddy would mind?”
“How much more is it?”
“Three or four bucks. You need anything else?”
“Nothing I want to pay for. I was wondering, though, um, you know that 
insulation you been using in your house. You done using it?”
Charlie snatched a rag off a hook at the end of the liquor shelves and 
wiped his hands. “I still got a few more feet to lay yet. Check the dumpster in a 
couple of days. I won’t try to keep people’s hands off it, Jabe, so I’d keep a watch 
for it if I were you.”
Jabe nodded. He lifted the whiskey bottle, enjoyed the heft of it in his 
hands, and allowed himself a moment to admire the rich caramel colour in the 
daylight. He laughed a bit as he slid the bottle into the inside pocket of his coat.
“People going to think I’m some kind of drunk,” Jabe said. “Daddy’s going 
to be glad to see this. He’ll be able to make a real hot toddy before he goes to 
bed tonight.”
“How is the old man?” Charlie asked.
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“Older,” Jabe replied. He began to push his feet against the floor feeling 
the way the boards sagged. A slick of hair dangled just above Jabe’s eye, making 
a shadow in his vision. He tried brushing it aside, but it fell back until, finally, 
Jabe gave up. “You’ll never believe what he’s thinking about doing.”
“I don’t know. Work here a few weekends and you hear some strange 
ideas.”
“Well, you know how he gets when he’s thinking about doing something,” 
Jabe scratched his nose and sneezed. “Well, about noon today he comes in to 
the house all excited. Says he’s going to have us raise cattle.”
“Doesn’t sound like a bad idea to me, Jabe. Reckon if there’s anyone who 
can make a go of something like that, it’d be your daddy.”
“He’s crazy, Charlie. It’ll go just the same way as all the other things we 
done. He just... He don’t see the way things are.”
“He doesn’t, huh,” Charlie said.
“The difference between him and me is I’m more practical. I got common 
sense. Daddy’s got it too, sometimes, but then all of a sudden — boom. Off 
he goes on some crazy project. I tell you, if it weren’t for me keeping his feet on 
the ground.” Jabe shrugged.
Charlie rolled the twenty around his index finger and smiled. “Yeah, well, 
you tell him we miss him down here.” He rang up the sale and counted out 
Jabe’s change.
“By the way, Charlie, you know where I could get my hands on some 
barbed wire?”
 “Barbed wire?”
“Fences for the cattle, Charlie.”
Charlie grabbed a plastic cup from beneath the bar, went to the spigot and 
poured himself a beer. “You tried up at the Carpenter’s house?”
“I need better than that. I was hoping to get some that was like ... almost 
new.”
“You want to scrounge new barbed wire?” 
Jabe thought about the barbed wire, about his dad’s idea to raise cattle. 
“No. It’s just my dad, you know. He wants it for the cattle. Wouldn’t do me no 
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good. About that insulation — Ms. Multhous needs something to keep in the 
heat this winter. She’s going to need it bad.”
“I’ll do what I can, Jabe.”
Jabe nodded. “Appreciate it.”
Jabe kicked at large rocks as he scuffled across Charlie’s empty gravel 
parking lot. He looked across Buckner’s Creek, taking in the soft smell of rotted 
pumpkin from Otter Manley’s garden on the hill. Otter’s old trailer seemed to 
be leaning to the left toward the steep embankment. Place was going to end up 
in pieces all over Lumberton Station road if he didn’t do anything about it. 
There had been a rain last night. Jabe wondered if old Otter had managed 
to stay dry. He’d tried to fix Otter’s roof a couple of times, but he’d told Otter 
to consider moving. Baling wire was the only thing standing between him and 
disaster. Stubborn old man.
Why do old folks always have to be so damn stubborn? Otter was just like 
his old man and this cattle farming business.
“It’s six Black Angus, Jabe. Five cows and a bull the man wants to sell. All 
we got to have is the land Jabe. He done told me. I’m telling you, son, we can 
make this go.”
We can make this go. His dad’s words played over and over in Jabe’s mind 
as he watched the swirling clouds of brown rainwater flow swiftly down the 
culvert, depositing bits of foil cigarette wrapping and wadded wax cups into 
the tall grass. Sunlight glinted off a bottle top, catching Jabe’s attention as it 
bobbed in the ripples and spun off hollow reeds. The current carried the cap 
along with effort as heavy droplets spattered its top, trying to force it down to 
the mud bottom.
Jabe lost sight of it at the Milner Creek bridge where the culvert cracked 
and split into several thin branches, like roots, leading downhill into the wide 
expanse of creek water below. He walked to the middle of the bridge and 
stopped to look over the concrete railing at the pile of driftwood and tree limbs 
which clogged the creek’s passage beneath the bridge. He stared down at the 
water for a long time, the bottle tucked tightly beneath his arm. He became 
aware of how painful it was, digging in his side.
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Caught between the branches and the limbs, Jabe spied a rusted tin can 
spinning within a thick creme froth, caught in the continuous push of the 
current but blocked by the branches. He began scraping his tongue between 
his teeth, generating enough to spit. But the glob missed the can by several 
yards as it plopped in the water and dissolved.
Jabe was at the top of Mexico Road when an idea came to him. He 
removed the bottle from his jacket and looked at it in the full light.  He was 
sorely tempted. While he thought about it, he picked at a corner of the label, 
wadding it, and popping it in his mouth to chew. He liked how the paper 
softened into a hard cottony ball and stuck in his teeth. Maybe later, he 
thought, and stuffed the bottle back in his coat.
Down along the ridge, under cover of the trees, Jabe slowed his pace. 
He was in no hurry to get home. Dotted in places beyond the embankment 
the rusted hulls of washing machines, box springs, and old refrigerators had 
become part of the landscape. They all seemed to somehow to fit among the 
oak and maple trunks. Just a few feet from him, Jabe noticed movement inside 
the round hole of an old front loading dryer, a corner of which was partially 
buried in the ground. Rooted. 
A possum emerged from the hole, its sharp white snout and black pinhole 
eyes moving carefully back and forth, searching for a way out. He watched as 
the animal braced its forepaws against the rough, burnt orange metal and slid 
to the ground with a thump. A totally useless damn critter, Jabe thought, and 
they’re taking over the woods.
“Jabe!”
The possum snatched its head toward the voice and backed away as it 
noticed Jabe watching it. Back against the metal appliance, it bared its jagged 
teeth before shooting away into the forest. Jabe watched the leaves fly up 
behind the possum, noting how they cracked like they were on fire.
“Jabe!”
Ms. Multhous was standing outside her home, a chrome International 
camper, wielding a rake in one hand and a garden spade in the other. Jabe 
waved listlessly as he walked toward the trailer, jamming his hands in his jean 
pockets.
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“I near froze last night, Jabe. The cold months ain’t but a little way off. 
Have you found anything yet?”
Jabe shook his head. “No ma’am, I haven’t. I been looking but there’s not a 
thing I seen thrown away yet.”
“Well fiddle,” she said as she laid the rake against the side of the house and 
sat down on the wrought iron step to her front door. The garden spade dangled 
in her hand as she thought. “Where have you been to see?”
“All over,” Jabe said with a shrug. “But it ain’t all bad news. I been talking to 
Charlie and he says there might be some in his dumpster later on. But he’s not 
going to hold it for me.”
“You told him who it was for, didn’t you?”
“Yes ma’am. But you know how it is. He don’t even know how much 
is going to be left when he gets done using it.” Jabe began to scuffle his feet 
against the ground, grinding it through the sandy dirt.
“Oh Jabe, sit a spell why don’t you. You won’t be late gettin’ home to your 
pa.”
Jabe felt a twinge in his gut, like a mousetrap closing, when she 
mentioned his old man. “I don’t know about that, Ms. Multhous. He said he 
got some work for me to do. He’s got this idea, y’know.”
Ms. Multhous patted the ground below her. “Hard. Even after that rainy 
spell we had last night. Still hard as brick. It’s going to be bad winter this year, 
Jabe, you wait and see. Kerosene is getting so high these days.” Ms Multhous 
turned and pointed the spade at Jabe. “You mark my word, Jabe Avery. It’s 
getting so a body can’t survive no more,” she said and jammed the point into 
the black peat around her flowers.
“Well things ain’t what they used to be, you know. Course old Mexico 
here never did have much.”
“Oh that’s not true, Jabe. Why when Laitie was alive, oh you just never 
seen the like of this old road. We had a farm stretched as far as the eye could 
see. You won’t believe me, Jabe. That’s just your way. But there was a time we 
had everything here...”
Jabe’s eyes glazed over as Ms. Multhous launched into her speech, the 
same one he heard time and again when he talked with her. It sounded pretty, 
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all the roadside stores and the farms, all carefully groomed and orderly. She 
said that from the hillside, the fields all looked like quilt patches leading into 
Lumberton Station. Jabe tried to imagine what it all was like, the place that she 
described. There may have been a time once, he thought, but all he saw now 
was a clothesline across the road, five rabbits and two grey squirrels skinned, 
dangling upside down, bound to the line by their hind feet.
“Jabe,” he heard Ms. Multhous say softly. “You just wouldn’t believe it.”
“I guess not, ma’am.”
With a sigh, Jabe looked over at the bend. “I better be getting on, Ms. 
Multhous.”
“Don’t run off too soon now, Jabe.”
“I know, ma’am. But I don’t want to keep Dad waiting too long.”
“Oh, that reminds me. Now you wait one second.”
Ms. Multhous disappeared into the trailer and he heard the sounds of 
pans clatter and the low gasp of a freezer being opened and shut. Ms. Multhous 
appeared at the door carrying a sealed Cool Whip bowl and offered it to Jabe. 
“I meant to give you these last week. I know how your daddy likes squirrel 
brains, so I saved a few shells for him. I’d take them myself, but I ain’t as able as 
I used to be.”
Jabe opened the container and looked at the collection of skulls. “They 
fresh?”
“Why of course,” Ms. Multhous snapped. “You go on now. It won’t do to 
keep your pa waiting.”
As Jabe plodded around the bend deeper into Mexico Road he just barely 
heard Ms. Multhous call out to him. He turned and looked at her, so small in 
the distance, so far away. “Don’t forget that insulation,” he heard her say and he 
waved back.
Several miles from Ms. Multhous’ trailer, the brittle asphalt road gave up 
and disintegrated into small bits of gravel and broken glass. Jabe found a pair of 
jeans lying crumpled in a ditch at the side of the road. He held the pants up to 
his waist and wondered why people threw away such nice things — a perfectly 
good pair of pants. The zipper was bent and the top button was gone, but the 
belt line seemed about right. He tied the legs together and slung them around 
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his neck then gathered his other items and continued on, noticing shadows 
beginning to meld together into a uniform bluish-gray.
At the end of a curve, Jabe left the dirt road to follow a path carved by 
water runoff up the hill. Sharp corners of exposed rock provided quick steps 
up the jagged pathway. It was a good shortcut. One he needed about now. 
Just over a rise at the top of the hill, Jabe could see a thin column of smoke 
coming out from behind a maple grove. He could smell the fumes, the heady 
mixture of kerosene and leaves. He walked to the back door and pulled on the 
latch.
The heat in the kitchen took Jabe’s breath away. His dad was standing at 
the counter watching an iron skillet boil on a pot-bellied stove. The stove top 
was a very dim red. His daddy was standing over it, smiling.
“Surprise! Didn’t think the old man still had it in him to cook nothing, did 
you? Where have you been?”
“Charlie’s. You know, you didn’t have to start dinner. I’m on time.”
His dad stepped toward the pot, leaned in to smell it. “I don’t have to wait 
on you. I was cooking for myself long before you came along. This looks like 
it’s ready.”
“Dad!” Jabe yelled, but it was too late. His father lifted the pan off the 
stove, then dropped it, spilling the vegetable stew in the floor.
“Gad damn!” he hollered, his hand pressed tightly between his legs. Jabe 
ran to his father and knelt down to inspect the hand. The palm was chalk white 
save for one long red streak across the wrist. Jabe led his father to the kitchen 
stool in the corner and told him to stay there and wait while he filled a bucket 
with cold water. When he returned, Jabe also brought a pie pan which he had 
filled with kerosene.
“This coal oil will take the pain out. Leave it in there for a few minutes and 
then stick it in the bucket,” Jabe said.
His father began running his hand through the kerosene. “I think it’s going 
to blister.”
“You’re lucky. You might have lost that hand if you burned it too bad. 
Don’t know why you couldn’t wait for me anyhow. It isn’t even dark out yet.”
“Don’t you talk down to me, son,” Jabe’s father warned.
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Jabe took out a dustpan and began scooping the vegetables and dropping 
them in a bucket for the chickens. His father watched from the stool, his face 
no longer drawn tightly as he swished his hand around in the cold water.
“See, I told you,” Jabe said, noticing how his father had calmed. “Feels 
better, don’t it.”
 “Feels tight. Going to be sore in the morning. Why are you throwing 
away all my dinner?”
“Because it’s all ruined. Don’t worry, I’ll fix you something.”
“I ain’t worried. You get that fence like I told you?”
Jabe shook his head as he wrapped paper around his hands and stooped 
to pick up the skillet. “I went over to Charlie’s and looked around there, but he 
didn’t have none.”
“I didn’t tell you to scrounge it.”
“Don’t worry. There wasn’t any.” Jabe stepped quickly out the back door 
with the slop bucket, kicking at the chickens to get them away until he reached 
the compost heap near the window. He threw the whole mess down, bucket 
and all, then crossed his arms. He knew his dad was waiting, expected a big 
fight. He felt in his pocket for the whiskey bottle and was surprised to find it 
was gone. In all the commotion, he’d forgotten and set it out. Perfect. Now his 
dad would know what part of the money went for. He took a deep breath, then 
pushed open the kitchen door.
“Dad?” 
There was no reply. His father was no longer in the kitchen.
“Dad?” he whispered. 
He entered the living room and saw his dad leaning against the front door, 
looking outside. The bottle was in his hand.
“Did you even try?”
Jabe struck a kitchen match and began lighting oil lamps. He refused to 
answer. There was no reason to fight about it. He just hadn’t gone. That was all. 
He heard his father sit in his rocking chair near the front door, heard him rattle 
through the container Ms. Multhous had sent.
“I can make you a little something to go with them squirrels, Dad” Jabe 
said. 
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His father stared out the front window.
“Make us some toddies, Jabe. Maybe I’ll eat something later.”
 “I seen another damn possum today. Looks like it lives down the road 
from Ms. Multhous in one of those old machines down there,” Jabe said, 
holding a mug of hot toddy in both hands.
“Any young one’s with it?” Jabe’s dad asked tranquilly and sipped his drink. 
“Young possum ain’t bad, y’know.” 
Jabe snickered. His father noticed and stopped rocking in his chair. 
“Tell me something, Jabe? You remember anything about what I said this 
morning?”
“Yeah. You was talking about raising cows.”
“That’s right. And I told you we needed fences, too. When I told you 
about that, did you see anything?”
Jabe ran his finger around the lip of his mug. “See?”
Jabe’s father looked down at the plastic bowl. It was empty. 
“Nothing, son. Don’t worry about it.”
Jabe sat quietly in his chair listening to his father breathing evenly and 
calmly as he slumped in the rocker. Jabe had set his dad’s legs up on a stack 
of pillows and cautiously removed the half empty ceramic cup from the 
windowsill.
He yawned and stretched, looking about the room while smacking his 
lips. He took one more deep swallow straight from the bottle, screwed the cap 
back on and took it and the mug to the kitchen. Just as he pulled the cold room 
door open, he heard a scratching sound on the floor. He paused and listened. 
There came a sharp crinkling sound like leaves being crushed underfoot, but 
they weren’t coming from inside of the cabin. He walked to the back door and 
squatted down, slowly opening the door and stepping outside.
In the purple blackness he could see a figure crawling through the 
compost heap.
 “Hey,” he spoke and saw the figure snatch up quickly, its eyes glowing 
flatly like two small pin heads. It bared its white teeth and hissed.
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“Go on,” Jabe said, but the possum held its ground, opening its mouth 
wider and thrusting its head threateningly. Jabe and the possum held each 
other’s stare for a long while. Finally, Jabe turned and went back in the house. 
From the back window he watched the animal continue to paw the rubbish. 
Jabe turned to the kerosene lamp, cupped his hand at the top of the glass 
and blew the light out.
Misty skaggs 
Dolly and I
I guess the neighbors mostly thought we were dykes, Dolly and me. 
Dolly and I. She was always correcting me. We’d get stoned and she’d preach 
me a nerdy sermon about the delicate balance between good grammar and 
gettin’ too good for your raising. Once, when we were all sprawled out on the 
back porch drinking boxed wine and smoking that ol’ Kentucky homegrown, 
I asked her if she was named after Dolly Parton. She denied it. But that’s not 
what her Momma told my Momma when they worked together “waiting 
tables” at Daddy Fultz’s Dance Barn back in the eighties.  My Mommy told me 
all about Dolly’s Mommy. And how she wanted to get down to Nashville and 
break into the country music business and quit shaking her shit for coal miner 
money. She told me about how Dolly’s Mommy was stacked liked THE Dolly, 
ass out to there and double d’s decked in sequins and tassels hiding under a 
gingham shirt. I found a picture of them together once, two slutty looking girls 
with hair teased up to Heaven and heavy make-up, leaned back on the hood of 
some asshole’s Cadillac, froze in the frame of a Polaroid wearing nothing but 
Daisy Dukes. Dolly says it’s called “burlesque,” our Mommas up there takin’ 
it all off on grimey table tops for every redneck in three counties. At least until 
they wound up knocked up. I tried to tell Dolly the dance barn was a whore 
house, but she won’t call her Mommy a whore. Even though that bitch named 
her Dolly and passed down them double D’s to match and left her to fend for 
herself in a dirty world.  
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We weren’t. Fucking, I mean. Lesbians. Once or twice we wound up 
rolling around in her frilly, queen sized bed in our underwear, grinding and 
groaning. And I’m not saying my drunk ass didn’t give it a try. But she wanted 
a big sister more than she wanted to cum. She wanted a badass big sister. She 
called it “street smarts.” I thought that was cute. 
Her Granny was tough enough, but it was a different kind of tough. She 
was a cold woman.  Dignified and distant. Uppity, people mostly thought. 
Dolly wanted someone to show her to sound convincing when she cussed, 
someone to protect her and teach her to protect herself. Her Granny got her 
guard up well enough, but she leaves her heart wide open for the one-two 
punch. Dolly needed someone to tell her to quit wrapping her milk jugs up in 
that oatmeal colored sack she called a cardigan. She needed someone to show 
her what a quarter bag of weed really looks like. And to teach her the hard way 
not to take in every damned stray that ends up sniffing around her back porch. 
Sometimes they bite. 
I left a note and packed up every trace of myself while she was at work one 
day. I hate it when people leave their shit behind, laying around for you to find 
after they disappear. Like it’s all supposed to mean something, like some dirty 
laundry laying in the bathroom floor is gonna make me cry and rethink my 
life. Dolly called it “sentimental” when she’d ask me to softly smooth out the 
tangles from her wavy, dishwater blond hair with her Momma’s fake ass “pearl” 
comb. I wasn’t gentle, though. I snagged the knots and jerked and pinched the 
fatty part at the back of her arm for squirming. I gave her something real to cry 
about, a painful excuse for the tears trickling quietly down over her chubby 
cheeks. 
I left a note, but I took the television out of the guest bedroom and a fist 
full of uppity Granny’s gold jewelry. I loved her like she was my whiny little 
sister and I left her, just like her momma did. I left, but I laid out her comb on 
the dresser and filled her favorite vase with flowers from the front yard. She’ll 
cry over that. Sentimental. And write it into her own version of this story. 
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caleb Hall
The Hunt
The fog was lying heavier than usual, it blanketed the woods like a shroud 
encasing all of this beauty. Protecting this beauty from the outside world. It 
wasn’t yet winter, but autumn had had it’s time. Leaves still lined the ground, 
for snow hadn’t upholstered the countryside just yet this year. The smell of 
gunpowder lingered in my nose, trapped in my moustache, from loading my 
gun earlier that morning. I hadn’t fired it yet, and when I did, I surely wished 
I hadn’t. When it’s all said and done though, there is no taking back and there 
are no retries. What’s done is done, and there’s nothing I can do to change that 
now.
The trees have this way about them. They both nourish the land and 
shelter the creatures that inhabit the land, but they also hide the land. Taking 
up positions almost like soldiers do when marching into battle. But this is a 
still march. Sedentary and unmoving, these trees act as guardians of this land. 
Ancient ancestors that will be here long after us as well. I lean against one 
as I take a drink from my flask. Water would have been better, but whiskey 
keeps you warm. It was starting to be the time of year when that excuse makes 
drinking in the woods at five a.m. acceptable.
When I stood up away from the tree and dusted myself off, I began 
further into the woods. Silently, I trudged through dodging any sticks or 
branches that might make me scare off any deer. I was hunting deer, you see. 
Why couldn’t I have been hunting quail? Why couldn’t I have been in New 
Mexico hunting boar? Or back in Da Nang? Hell, even there would’ve been 
better than this. ‘67 is so far back in my mind, but it never goes away. That smell 
never leaves your nostrils. The smell of youth disappearing before your eyes. 
Why not anything but this damn deer?! But it was the deer after all that I was 
hunting. That part matters, that’s the part that you have to remember. I was 
hunting for deer. Nothing else.
I had made my way through about a mile’s worth of fallen and still 
standing timber when I reached a clearing with a nice little thicket of grass and 
flowers. There he was, broad shoulders, eight, maybe even ten points on him, 
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beautiful little white tail, and eyes that could scan a tree line quicker than regret 
can fill an old man’s heart. He didn’t see me. It was hard seeing that morning, 
I swear. Even the deer couldn’t see right. The goddamn fog was thicker than 
usual! As he lowered his head, I raised the barrel of my .22, almost as if we 
were being maneuvered by the same ventriloquist. Flipping the safety off and 
pulling the hammer back went like clock work--but it didn’t work silently. I was 
too loud. He made me.
His head quickly arose like the bow of a sinking ship and he was off. I 
aimed quickly but not precisely and fired. The shot rang off loudly, skidding 
through both of his shoulder blades. But it didn’t slow the buck down. I made 
haste after him, over the other side of the thicket, and down a hill to a small 
valley. I knew I shouldn’t fire again. I knew it. Doesn’t that count for anything? I 
knew I shouldn’t pull that trigger again. 
Once again I rose that barrel up, held my breath, took aim and--I didn’t 
notice him. I didn’t notice the stream. Or how far I had gone east. I didn’t 
notice the cabin on the ridge line in the distance. I didn’t see it. I couldn’t see 
it, the fog was too thick, remember!? But it seemed to thin out and lighten up 
a bit after that shot echoed through the valley. It left a ringing in my ears. The 
deer was gone from the valley, he bled out going up the hill. He didn’t need 
another shot. But I fired anyway and there was no helping that. There was no 
helping any of what I’ve done on this planet. What men do to each other. 
I saw his small body, folded in on itself down on the bank of the stream. 
The water was gorgeous and untouched by man. But slowly, it would become 
murky and quickly, I fell to my knees. Head buried in my hands but not deep 
enough. I stayed this way for millennia it seemed, then stood up, staggering 
back and forth while making my way to the bottom of the hill and into the 
valley. I crossed the crimson stream, nearly vomiting my last meal. When I got 
to where he was lying, I began to cry. This was all like a strange vision to me, 
like it’d happened before. It probably had. 
I picked him up, holding him in my arms. Clenching onto him as if 
hoping to squeeze the life back into him; or perhaps hold on tight enough to 
get a free ride to heaven. I laid him back down gently, brushing his straight, 
auburn hair out from his cold, blue, staring eyes. He looked through me, up 
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into the sky. His pulse had diminished long before I got there. I wanted to 
believe that he died instantly. 
The fog had almost cleared up entirely by this point and the morning sun 
was making its way higher into the sky. I felt the boy’s pockets: metal army men 
(three, almost a whole squad), some bubble gum wrappers but no gum, three 
nickels and one quarter, a paper ticket stub from a local traveling carnival (I 
had taken my grandson there earlier this week, and this brought several tears 
to my eyes), and then I had to stop. What if I had seen him there? It was a slow 
night so I’m sure I did. I wanted so badly to take his place.
At the top of the valley opposite of where I’d came, sat a beautiful little log 
cabin. I knew it had to be his. I put all of his belongings back into his pockets, 
dried my eyes, and lifted him tightly against my chest, took a good long breath, 
and trudged up the hill to his home. About half way up the incline I passed 
the deer that led me to this beautiful place, now desecrated by my mistakes. 
I wouldn’t claim the deer, for it would only be a reminder of the bullet that 
should have been my own. 
Upon making it to the top of the hill, I saw inside through the window. 
His mother and father were at the breakfast table, almost awaiting his return. 
I’m sure she’d be looking for the boy any second. When I got to the edge of the 
porch, I laid him down as gently as I could, once again brushing that gorgeous 
auburn hair out of his now closed eyes, slowly turned, and walked away.
The stream, now almost entirely cleansed of the red I’d left in my wake, 
gushed with its full glory. I crossed it once again and made my ascent to the 
other hilltop from which I had come. My gun still lay in the tall grass where I 
had dropped it. My mind was racing. What would I do? There was only one 
clear choice. I marched back through the forest, only stopping to catch my 
breath. The guardians were watching me. They had seen what I had done. They 
no longer wanted me here. I felt as if I was being watched, my skin crawled 
and formed bumps. I looked like a walking, raw chicken. My truck was in the 
distance.
I pulled the old rusted handle, opened the door, and sat inside. I hadn’t 
stowed away my gun on the gun rack in the bed of the truck like usual. I wasn’t 
finished with it yet. I put the key in the ignition and turned back towards the 
INSCAPE •   118
main road. Driving the winding roads back into town was treacherous to say 
the least. With fear in my heart and tears streaming down both cheeks, I’m 
surprised I made it here in one piece. I saw the intersection between Main 
Street and Belmont Avenue. I pulled up to the light as it turned green and not 
a soul in town was out this early. I rolled my truck slowly into the middle of the 
intersection and put it in park, killing the engine. I pulled out my flask, hoping 
to get one last drink out of it, but it was empty. I put it back in the glove box.
That .22 has been in my family for quite some time but I’m sure it won’t 
get any use after today. I pulled it over into my lap, took the safety off, and 
pulled that hammer back one more time. The cold steel sat under my chin like 
the machine an optometrist uses to check your vision. I rested my head there 
for a while, staring out into the empty streets of this little town. The traffic light 
above my head would make my tombstone, it turns green.
Then, an idea surged through my body. I lunged for the glove box again, 
got out a couple receipts I had from buying the boxes of ammo and some 
liquor, and scribbled all of this out on the back of them. Then I found some 
more scraps of paper and finished with this: 
“I hope it finds you, whoever reads this, well. I did not mean to make the mistakes 
I have made, for if I did they would not be mistakes. I wish so dearly that I could take 
them back, but I know that’s not possible. Now, I wish to take my own life, here in 
public, to make a statement out of myself. Things like this shouldn’t happen. Things 
like this don’t happen here, they happen elsewhere. Places you never go. It’s always on 
the news but you forget that the news isn’t just another show. It isn’t just some story that 
someone wrote, made up for views. It happens far away so it’s out of mind, I understand 
that. Well, I wanted to bring it to your front porch. I killed a child in the woods today. 
His family will soon arrive with his body, looking for answers. Let this stand as my last 
will and testament - all that I leave behind I leave to his family. All assets and property 
is to be--”
He was cut short. A police car pulled up next to him and saw the barrel 
of the gun sticking up through the window of the driver’s side door. The cop 
turned on the siren, got out of his car, and drew his weapon. The siren jolted 
the old man, forcing the gun upwards violently, thus allowing it to go off. The 
shot rang out through the air. Then several others rang back. The smell of 
gunpowder was almost trapped in the street, held hostage by the fabric and 
hair of both men. 
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He was folded over into the passenger seat, as if searching for something 
else, something more. But this was it. This was all there was. The ringing in 
his ears had stopped. It all stopped, the sirens, the birds chirping in the trees; 
everything. Darker men have walked this earth and more will after his passing. 
Through darkness comes light, and all that. He made Sergeant in the war for 
being a “baby killer” as they were branded when they returned home, but he 
wouldn’t make the front page for it until after he died. 
Bethany Johnson 
Visiting Elena
Each morning, you realize the same thing: everyone you have ever loved 
has passed away.  At one hundred and two years of age, you’ve outlived them 
all.  Every day since your landlord brought you to this American nursing 
home has been the same.  You lie in bed all day and watch telenovelas until 
you fall asleep.  The only time you use your walker is to shuffle twenty feet 
to the bathroom.  Your skin doesn’t feel warm anymore.  Occasionally, 
Lucia from the room down the hall will come over and try to get you to play 
backgammon.  But normally, Rose, the nurse who brings the meals, is your 
only visitor.
Everything in your room is white—the bedspread, the linen curtains, the 
walls, the linoleum floor.  Nurse Rose looks like an alabaster angel in her white 
scrubs.  You are the only dark entity in the room, your tan, shriveled skin nearly 
swallowed up in your white robe and dressing gown.  You wonder if this is 
what heaven will look like and shudder at the thought.
Today, as you sit up in bed and eat a breakfast of Frosted Flakes, Nurse 
Rose tells you in her limited Spanish that today is Lucia’s seventy-third 
birthday.  You decide that you should visit her.  She will need the comfort: 
birthdays are just steps closer to death.  Besides, Lucia might retell you the 
story of how she planted the flag on the moon or perhaps the tale of how she 
came to write War and Peace.
The first time you met the tiny woman, she barged into your room with 
a backgammon board under her right arm.  Her short grey hair stuck out in all 
directions.
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“Good day, madam!” She attempted a curtsey.  “I am Elizabeth the First, 
but you may address me as ‘Your Majesty the Queen’.”  
“I am Elena,” you struggled to speak.  You wished you could speak to 
Lucia in Spanish.
“I told you to address me as ‘Your Majesty the Queen’!  Let us play 
backgammon!”  She unfolded the funny-looking piece of cardboard and 
produced a bag of red and black chips from the pocket of her white robe.  
You refused, hoping that she would leave your room.  Instead, she sat 
down on the edge of your bed and began to reminisce.
“I was the one who created the electric light bulb, but Eddie wanted to 
take all the credit, the good-for-nothing.  ‘Sweetheart,’ he said to me, ‘no one 
will believe that a woman could create such a revolutionary thing.’  I told him 
that Necessity is the mother of invention, not the father.  But he put his name 
on the bulb anyway.  After that, I dumped Eddie’s sorry behind and started 
dating Pablo Picasso…or was it Isaac Newton?  I can never remember which 
one I dated first.”  
You only understood half of what she said, but Lucia did not notice the 
confusion on your face.  She continued rambling until a black-haired nurse 
entered the room and led Lucia by the wrist out the door.  That evening, Nurse 
Rose told you about Lucia’s inoperable brain tumor, the cause of her harmless 
delusions.  Lucia’s unannounced visits annoyed you at first, but you grew to 
enjoy them.  
How long has it been since she last came to see you?  You put the spoon 
full of cereal back in the bowl to count the days on your withered fingers—
three weeks and four days.  She has never gone past two weeks without visiting 
before.  You wish you could visit her by yourself, but you realize how much 
help you will need to walk down the hall.  You tell Nurse Rose your plans and 
ask for her assistance.  She silently plays with one of her long, blonde curls.
“I’m not sure that it’s a good idea, Elena,” she finally answers.  “Her 
condition has gotten worse.”  But you don’t care.  You insist, half in English, half 
in your mother tongue, to go see her. Reluctantly, Nurse Rose helps you take 
your first steps away from the four white walls and the television screen which 
have become your life.
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Nurse Rose holds your tiny shoulders as you shuffle down the long 
corridor.  
A frail man with an IV drip ambles past you to enter a room at the end of 
the hallway.  The hall is almost as dull as your little room, but at least there are 
photos and paintings hanging on the snowy walls.  The plaque beside the first 
piece of artwork reads in large letters: “Diego Rivera, Sueño de una tarde dominical 
en la Alameda Central—Dream of a Sunday Afternoon in Alameda Central”.  
“I saw this mural in person when I was young,” you tell Nurse Rose in 
your best English.  You both stop walking to stare at the cartoonish figures.  
In the middle of the picture is a woman wearing a dress like one of your 
grandmother’s—a flowing scarlet skirt embroidered with gold, red puffy 
sleeves, and a giant gold hat.  Men in dapper black suits surround her, raising 
their hats in salute to the lady, but all of these people are frowning.  Your eyes 
then shift to the far right of the picture where two figures are holding hands 
with big grins on their faces.  One is a pudgy man in a straw hat and a salt-and-
pepper suit.  The other is La Catrina.
You were only four years of age when you first saw La Catrina.  Her pasty, 
fleshless skeleton did not terrify you.  You wanted to wear her gaudy grey 
wig and play with her snake made of rainbow feathers.  You wished to hide 
underneath the skirt of her dingy Victorian gown.  Every Día de los Muertos, 
you welcomed her as a friend.  
But now she is the enemy.
“I know that this picture was given as a donation, but I still don’t 
understand why it has to hang in the hallway.  This skeleton woman gives me 
the creeps,” Nurse Rose mumbles as a doctor in a white lab coat walks past.   
As the two of you continue down the hall at a foot-a-minute pace, your 
white dressing gown constantly getting pinned underneath your walker, your 
mind returns to Lucia.  You imagine the surprise on Lucia’s face as you hobble 
into her room for the first time.  She will probably hug you and bring out the 
backgammon board.  
Lucia’s door is wide open.  She is sitting up in bed while two nurses are 
trying to get her to eat the piece of white cake in her lap.  She refuses as one of 
them, a large bald man, attempts to feed her.
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“Lucia, Elena is here to see you,” Nurse Rose announces.  Lucia grunts in 
response and flings the cake against the wall.  The male nurse hurries to Lucia’s 
bathroom to grab some paper towels. Nurse Rose helps you approach the foot 
of the bed.  
“Happy birthday!” you manage to say.  Lucia looks at you as if you were a 
phantom.  The other nurse, a black-haired woman, grabs a dustpan and cleans 
the loose cake crumbs off the floor.   
“Backgammon?” Your finger wobbles as you point to the piece of folded 
cardboard on her nightstand.  Lucia’s eyes remain fixed on your face.  The 
male nurse returns from Lucia’s bathroom with a fist full of wet paper towels.  
He begins to wipe the wall furiously, spreading the cake around instead of 
removing it.  The female nurse stops sweeping to help him.  Lucia starts 
screaming and thrashing her limbs wildly.  The bald nurse runs over to the 
right of the bed and holds her arms until Lucia becomes still again.  She stops 
screaming only to turn her head to the left and vomit all over the white waxy 
floor.
“Oh, Lucia, not again!”  The male nurse rushes out the door to get a mop 
bucket.
“You two should leave,” the female nurse says firmly.  Nurse Rose gently 
puts her hand on your shaking shoulders.  Your face is wet with tears.  As you 
shuffle back to your room to lie among the white nightmare, you can still 
hear Lucia’s screams.  You sense La Catrina is watching you from her eyeless 
sockets.
Three weeks pass as the other weeks did before—telanovelas all day, 
bland, mushy food to eat.  During this time, Nurse Rose does not mention 
Lucia, and you do not ask to visit her.  You know that Lucia will never be the 
same.
Halfway through this day, Nurse Rose interrupts your mindless soap 
operas to give you a bowl of tomato gazpacho that she smuggled in from the 
deli across the street.  She knows that this is your favorite meal.  The aroma of 
cilantro and tomatoes greets your nose and kisses it as if it were an old friend.  
Nurse Rose sits in a chair by your bedside and watches as you lift the spoon 
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to the two prunes which are your lips.  The soup tastes almost as good as your 
dead mother’s secret recipe.
“Elena, Lucia passed away in her sleep last night.” Nurse Rose pauses to 
wipe a tear from her pale cheek.  “I’m sorry.”  Tears cascade from your eyes as 
you imagine the two nurses folding a white cloth over Lucia’s lifeless body.  
You clasp the cross of the rosary around your neck and silently say a prayer on 
each little bead.  Then the tremors begin again, as they have every day for the 
past three months.  The bowl of cold soup is overturned in your lap, the red 
liquid cascading down your white robe and bedspread.  You gasp in pain as the 
shakes grow more violent.  Nurse Rose hurries to give you the blue pill.  After 
five excruciating minutes, your body is still once more.  You sit among a red 
wet mess.  Your tears for Lucia do not stop.
“Don’t worry about this, Elena.”  Nurse Rose tucks one of her golden 
curls behind her ear.  “Let’s go to the nurses’ station and get you cleaned up.”  
She supports your back as you scoot to the edge of the bed.  You hold on to 
her pale arms as she lifts you to your feet.
This time as you pass Rivera’s mural, you avert your eyes from La Catrina’s 
boa of oranges, purples, yellows, and blues.  You want nothing more than to 
return to the safety of your dull little room, where there is no death. 
At eight o’clock, after a supper of mashed potatoes and gravy, you press 
the nurse assistance button.  Nurse Rose knows what you want.  She smiles 
at you and picks up the copy of your favorite book—Borges’s In Praise of 
Darkness.  She sits in the chair by your bedside and begins to read “The Keeper 
of the Books” aloud, first in English, then in mispronounced Spanish.  As you 
listen to the poem, you remember the missionary’s library you used to walk 
to from your village every day.  The books were treasures, although you could 
not read most of them because they were in English.  The few Spanish volumes 
were the real jewels, even though they were coming apart at their bindings.  
You close your eyes and remember what it was like to be young.
You are surrounded by the laughter of three dark-haired girls—your 
hermanas.   Their voices are crisp.  You are walking hand-in-hand with them 
down the crowded dirt paths of your village.  You can smell the horse manure 
and baking bread.  Fourteen-year-old Marisa keeps practicing a verse the 
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missionaries taught her, Revelation 21:4, first in Spanish, then in English.  “And 
God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes, and there shall be no more death, 
nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for the former things are 
passed away.” Twelve-year-old Conchita is twirling the new skirt she received 
for her birthday, admiring it in each window.  Eight-year-old Isabella whispers 
that Conchita looks like a proud hen and that Marisa’s English sounds like 
gibberish.  You laugh at her remark and cannot help but agree.  Still, it is 
beautiful.  All is beautiful.  You are ten years of age and feel warm once more.
The bell at the mission rings twelve times.  People pour out of their 
houses and crowd the streets.  You are in a swarm of villagers and let go of your 
sisters’ hands.  You cannot hear Marisa any longer.  As you try to push through 
the crowd to find them, an icy hand rests firmly on your shoulder.  You do not 
want to turn your head and look, but you force yourself.  It is the hand of a 
skeleton.  “Do not fear me,” a voice whispers in your ear. You let out a loud gasp.
“Are you okay, Elena?”  Nurse Rose asks.  You open your eyes to find her 
warm fingers on your shoulder.
“¿Cuál es la fecha de hoy?” you ask in your confusion.  The nurse raises 
her eyebrows in befuddlement.  “What is the date of today?” you ask again in 
English.
“The first of November, Elena.  Why?”
You choose not to answer her.  Today is El Día de los Muertos—the Day of 
the Dead.
At two in the morning, you awake to a sliver of light coming from your 
door. Someone is ever so slowly, ever so silently, entering your room.  You 
can only see a blurry silhouette in the darkness.  It is a thin woman wearing a 
flowing dress.  Maybe it’s Nurse Rose in her nightgown, checking on the oldest 
woman alive.  The woman’s feet do not squeak as they cross the linoleum floor.  
As she leans over your bed, something tickles your face.  Perhaps it is one of 
Rose’s golden curls.  Or perhaps it is the feathered snake of La Catrina.  Either 
way, you open your ancient arms wide to embrace her and accept her as a 
friend.  
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sean l corbin 
Everything is getting complicated
I sit in my room listening to my parents argue in the kitchen and squeeze 
half of a pendant heart in my palm, thinking of her.
Fuck the dishes, my father says.  I want to talk about our checking account!
They won’t clean themselves! my mother says.
We met behind the swings at recess to talk because it was harder to be 
seen and hear the catcalls from there.  She asked me how things were at home 
and I said Great a little too quickly and then changed the subject to cartoons.
Stop bitching up the laundry, I can’t have wrinkles at meetings! my father says.
Wash your dick once in a while and maybe I’ll touch the poor thing! my mother 
says.
I told her how much I liked her ponytail holder and she grinned behind 
her hand.  It was light blue and thick and soft and I wanted to say that light blue 
was for boys but didn’t think that mattered anymore.  She smiled and asked 
why I was looking at her like that.  I stuttered something.
The way you looked at that waitress, my mother says.  Might as well have bent 
her over the table and gone to town!
Can you even comprehend how much work I do, my father says, or is that 
beyond your tiny brain?
She asked me how my diet was going and I said Fine and wanted 
chocolate.  I tried to figure out how I was going to buy her chocolates in 
February without getting my hand smacked by my mother.  I knew she liked 
raspberry and planned on getting that flavor and arguing that it was fruit and 
losing that argument.  Everything is getting complicated, she said to me.  She 
complained about multiplication tables.  I touched the pendant in my pocket 
and didn’t bring up my grades in Math.
If you can count to ten I’ll have a goddamn heart attack! my father says.
If you knew what a tongue was for I’d grow double-D tits! my mother says.
As the bell rang I heard my friends calling out for us, Fatty and Ugly!  
Where’s Fatty and Ugly?  We grew quiet.  A million tiny feet slapped the wood 
chips and groaned.  I touched her arm as she moved toward the doors and said 
Wait.  I pulled the pendant out and broke it into two half-heart necklaces and 
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held one out to her.  Oh, she said and blushed again and her freckles burned 
and she turned to the school.  I don’t know, she said, I like just being friends.  She 
kissed my cheek and ran away and I stood with two halves of a heart in my 
hand and was late for class.
You’re setting some fucking example for our kids! my parents yell.
I poke at the left half of the pendant and see that it’s beginning to tarnish.  
The other half cuts into my skin.
sean l corbin 
A message for Ted
She woke up early and poured herself a glass of orange juice and drank it 
while smoking on the terrace overlooking downtown and tried to forget him 
but couldn’t.  His voice echoed in her chest, the same word, over, over and over 
again.  His fingerprints marked her unwashed skin.  She decided to shower and 
then didn’t.  He had used all the shampoo.  She cried and spilt her orange juice 
over the guardrail and slipped inside as an old man cursed from the street.
She wondered if he would call.  He wouldn’t call.  It was Saturday and 
there were trails to hike.  But maybe he would call.  There were dark clouds 
against the sun.  But he wouldn’t call.
A lukewarm glass of wine sat on the kitchen counter and she drank it and 
its night’s worth of dust and only barely gagged because there was a single hair 
from his goatee on the surface.  She pulled the hair from her tongue and placed 
it on the counter and saw his shape in it.  This was him now.
The phone rang.  She took a moment to decide then answered it.  A deep 
male voice asked for Ted.  She said there was no Ted there.  He gave her a 
message for Ted.  She said he had the wrong number.  He reminded her to pass 
on the message and thanked her and hung up.  She dropped the phone on her 
couch and wondered if she knew a Ted.  She didn’t.
Her email inbox was empty every time she checked it that morning and 
every time she checked it she had a glass of wine and before noon a bottle of 
INSCAPE •   127
wine was empty and in the trash can and still there were no messages except 
the one addressed to Ted.
She dug through her refrigerator and found an old box of Kung Pao for 
lunch and ate two bites before remembering he had ordered the Kung Pao and 
left the leftovers for later and here it was, later now, and the leftovers were hers.
He had made love to her one last time the night before.  He was good 
at making love.  She decided this had been her parting gift; one last orgasm.  
There was someone else, he had told her, and she imagined a woman made 
of breasts, a woman too busy laughing at poor rock-climbing jokes or 
actually enjoying tofu or bending her knees down to the floor to carry on a 
conversation beyond choosing sexual positions.  She decided he had always 
had terrible taste and laughed and then realized what this meant and opened 
another bottle of wine.
The man called again to speak to Ted around dusk.  She was methodically 
tearing old letters and t-shirts into strips and wrapping them around the legs 
of her kitchen table when the phone rang.  She answered and he asked for Ted 
and she tried to explain that Ted didn’t live there but broke into tears halfway 
through.  The man told her not to worry, that Ted would be home soon and 
everything would be okay.  She sobbed.  He said that if he didn’t hear from Ted 
tonight, he’d call back tomorrow around nine and catch him before church.  
She hung up the phone.
Everything still smelled like him.  She turned on two fans and opened the 
door to the terrace and still the air stank of him.  He hung over the apartment, 
all six months of him.  His face was in every commercial on the television so 
she unplugged it from the wall and kicked its side.  Her apples tasted like his 
thighs so she chopped them all into pieces and threw them in the garbage 
disposal.  His shaving cream had stained a spot on her bathroom mirror so 
she broke it and wrapped the pieces in wet newspaper.  She saw him in every 
memory of every man she had known and heard his high voice in her head so 
she cursed all men and drank another bottle of wine while dragging a clean 
sheet out onto the terrace to sleep in the city which she knew was a woman.  
Before lying on the concrete, she remembered to leave the door open, setting 
her alarm clock for eight-forty-five and bringing her phone to the edge of the 
carpet.
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charles Maynard
L’anima 
It was a black night and the moon had long since been eclipsed by clouds 
or smoke or both. He hid as best he could. He pulled his helmet close to his 
head, his fingers clasped atop, partly to keep the helmet on and partly to drown 
out the noise of the explosive bursts around him. Dirt went up in the air, 
somewhere into the darkness, it fell like hard rain in clumps and broke apart 
when it landed on his back and legs. The ground rumbled and the air was filled 
with smoke and gunpowder and the screams of heroics and the screams of 
death. All out in the darkness. 
He held his face to the ground, his hands pressing him deeper in and he 
imagined passing through the soil into the rock down to the place where the 
old bones and the worms and the stones all lived cocooned below. Everything 




Then it became colder. 
After some time he loosened his fingers from their clasp about his helmet. 
He raised his head and looked up from the depression in which he lay. The hill 
before him was scarred and stripped of life and only a foggy vapor remained. 
The vapor swirled and flowed around the black mounds of spent up dirt and 
twisted forms of fallen men. The foggy vapor was opening like a curtain. The 
moon was a half-open white eye just over the top of the hill. A blackened and 
leafless tree writhed itself into the night, silhouetted by the moon, a decrepit 
finger it was rising like roots upward stretching toward nothing. 
He eased himself up, his head first and then he put his hands beneath his 
chest and pressed himself up. Then he went to his knees and he looked around 
and he found naught moving but the vapor and the slow opening eye of the 
moon.
He sat for what seemed an eternity and he watched and he thought and 
his thoughts were like a river flowing from one land to the next, from streams 
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and lakes into seas and then evaporating into nothingness only to come again 
in rain and flooding chaos. There was violence and loss in his mind and he 
felt its pain in his chest and his stomach and he checked to see if he had been 
injured from some bullet or stray blast but he had not. He sat still like a child, 
on his knees as if in prayer, the fog moving ghostly around him.
Then something moved and he felt it under his skin and then under his 
shirt and his coat. Then it came out of him. A black form void of detail and 
small and almost like liquid, like a tadpole but much longer. It moved as if 
swimming from his chest and onto the ground and he looked at it and it raised 
what could have been the head and it looked at him. Then it slithered and 
worked itself beneath a rock. He stood and he thought about lifting the rock 
but he knew the thing no longer wanted to be part of him.
charles Maynard
Heart on the Outside
One day a child was born with his heart outside his chest and because his 
family had money they were able to save him but it required all of their money 
and so after his birth they were poor. His parents were shopkeepers and they 
sold their business to pay the doctor to save their son. 
The doctor in the village examined the child and realized that his 
heart was strong, that it only needed to be protected. So the doctor told the 
blacksmith to create a shell made of steel that would protect the child’s heart. 
And so the blacksmith made the protective shell and each year, as the child 
grew, he made a new shell to fit the growing heart. The blacksmith did this 
until the child was grown into a man. Then one day the blacksmith died.
The doctor told the child who had grown into man that he could live a 
long life so long as nothing bothered his heart. Each year the man would visit 
the doctor and each year the doctor would tell him that his heart was fine as 
long as it was protected. Then one day, the doctor died.
The man lived with his parents and they were afraid that if he worked that 
he would die because his heart would be injured and so they kept him at home 
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and only let him in town when they could walk with him. His parents each 
worked hard to take care of him and then one day they died and he was alone.
Now there was a girl in the village who was very beautiful. Her name was 
Flower and she was the daughter of the miller. Over time the man with the 
heart on the outside fell in love with the girl but he would never speak with her 
because he was afraid to leave his house because something might happen to 
his heart. So he stayed inside and watched the girl as she walked along the river 
but he never spoke to her. Then one day she died. 
Many years passed and the man grew old and tired. The shell that 
protected his heart was stained and darkened with time. Eventually, the bolts 
that held the shell in place had come loose. One morning when the man 
awoke, he realized that the shell had come off. When he lifted his shirt he saw 
that his heart was no longer on the outside but instead it had been covered by 
his skin that had grown over it. The man was so happy that he ran outside to 
tell everyone but his heart had no strength and the excitement was too much. 
And so the man died. 
christopher prewitt
Prophecies 44 and 29
Editor’s Note: Presented now are long ago forgotten prophecies by Dial S. 
Hoffman of Steelhorse, Kentucky. Hoffman, the youngest of seven boys, lived in the 
early part of the twentieth century. During a family squirrel hunt in the winter of 
Hoffman’s eleventh year, one of his cousins accidentally shot Hoffman in the head. 
Hoffman miraculously survived; however, he developed lifelong severe migraines as 
a result. Allegedly, the ability to prophecy in his sleep was another by-product of the 
hunting accident. Hoffman prophesied in an unknown language. Congregates of 
Hoffman’s family’s church—Steelhorse Regular Baptist—denounced Hoffman’s 
prophecies, charging the prophecies as being “hogwash,” “demonic,” and “bad dream 
gibberish” among other remarks. A chance meeting with Walbart Houston Gerald, 
a local miner and alleged translator of tongues, enabled those interested in Hoffman’s 
prophecies insight into what Hoffman foresaw. That Gerald translated the prophecies 
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is no small accomplishment given that, by Gerald’s account, Hoffman prophesied at “a 
breakneck speed.” Despite Gerald’s approval or validation of Hoffman as a prophet, 
local churches, including Gerald’s, continued to denounce Hoffman’s prophecies, for 
they could not understand how Hoffman’s predictions in any way reflected the will 
of the divine or the fate of the human soul in the future, regarding the translations as 
confused screeds or pleads for perverse activities. Consequently, Hoffman abandoned 
further outings with Gerald and gave Gerald’s translations to his friend and neighbor 
Eustace Plank. Almost one-hundred years later, Plank’s distant relative (the author 
of these stories) has uncovered Hoffman’s prophecies among the late Plank’s earthly 
possessions. (The author of these stories) has graciously collected several of Hoffman’s 
prophesies and wishes to make these prophesies public. To honor and be more faithful 
to Hoffman’s prophecies, (the author of these stories) has edited Gerald’s translations, 
adjusting the grammar so that each prophecy is one sentence, as a means of reflecting 
Hoffman’s delivery. Further, (the author of these stories) has edited some of Gerald’s 
language for the sake of clarity: objects which are present in contemporary, early 
twenty-first century life are named rather than described to the best of Hoffman’s and 
Gerald’s early twentieth century understanding. (The author of these stories) admits 
to taking certain liberties with language (tone and phrasing ) in order to make the 
prophecies more interesting for contemporary readers, but acknowledges that he has 
also retained Hoffman’s tendency to leap between time periods within a single prophecy 
intact, and thus cautions readers to pay attention and take notes if necessary.
Prophecy 44
Here is the boy before he grew up to be the shift manager who dreams of 
operating the first two floor Hardee’s, outside the home of his mother’s 
hairdresser and already his pale belly’s assumed the yeasty burble of pancake 
batter dripping from a wooden spoon, which will create the shape of a black 
gallon trash bag fit to burst with damp fall leaves when he wears his shift 
manager shirt tucked into his pants and this is what makes him an easy mark 
for other children in Flint, Michigan, to mess with, because a heavy six-year-old 
in 1982 is legend, and this legend in 1982 with his clothes off weighs 180 lbs., 
because though his family is almost two decades now residents of The Great 
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Lakes State, having like so many come up The Hillbilly Highway to find work, 
the dietary habits of the mountain people is hard for his parents to break, and 
even when his cross-eyed dad shoots him a look or says something blunt and 
condescending when the legend fills his dinner plate for the third time, his 
reptilian faced mother—long forehead, eye basically slits carved into her head 
and which always gleams like blue topaz freshly polished, not so much a nose 
as two half rings of nostrils just appear over her wide mouth which when she 
kisses her son the legend goodnight, leaves a moist horizontal line across the 
span of his not-so-tiny forehead—smiles at him when he comes back to the 
living room where the only light source at dinner’s the T.V., and says Linebackers 
got to grow up muscles, and sometimes to this the legend’s father will say Shit in a 
manner as though someone’s sneeze has blown over his five deck card palace, 
his short hand for I can’t fucking believe I live much less share blood with such ugly 
slobs and idiots, the legend’s pretty sure and adopts later on as shift manager 
when the fry station worker slows down drive-thru times because he has three 
oil fryers for fries, breaded chicken (sandwiches and nuggets, the latter of 
which employees will illicitly sneak from the warming cabinets by the fryers 
which the fry station worker’s also responsible for), and other items that the fry 
station worker has to run back and forth to the freezer to procure when 
supplies run out, or when the quiet guy who’s been there for three weeks and 
can only prepare a chicken sandwich by himself calls for help because the 
other backline worker’s on break and the orders pile up, Shit being an 
expression the legend’s father uses whenever the legend’s mother wants to take 
the legend with her to run errands like grocery shopping or when she gets her 
hair styled super cheap by her friend at her friend’s house, about a fifteen 
minute drive, in a neighborhood not unlike where the legend lives, in a one 
floor three bedroom home almost identical to the legend’s, except his mother’s 
friend’s house has a salon chair and half-globe helmet hair dryer in the kitchen 
and a sliding door to the fenced-in backyard the legend’s not only permitted 
but also encouraged to play in, and when he plays he’s not alone: his mother’s 
hairstylist friend has a daughter his age, named Cherie Kimona, Cher for short; 
but not being alone is not the same as having someone to play with, and 
though  the legend offers to pick up a Ken doll or pretend to do dishes in a 
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child’s playhouse—the pink roof and yellow paneling faded by rain—he is 
yelled at by Cher, the yell sounds like Moan, whiny, and the legend feels 
stupid? maybe clumsy? but definitely bad, so he finds as much distance in the 
yard from Cher that he can and just sort of paces and watches his mother and 
her hairstylist friend laugh and laugh, every laugh requiring their heads to go 
back, but that isn’t all: there is something about Cher’s mouth, the way the 
upper lip appears to be cut up the middle and the two halves of her upper lip 
look bunched up, and he knows she must hear things from the other kids 
about how she looks, and because he imagines the state of her appearance is 
because her mother tried cutting Cher’s hair in Cher’s mother’s sleep—
because he once heard his parents talk about how Cher’s mother slept around 
and how she was hurting herself and her kid for so doing, which he took to 
mean sleepwalking and cutting hair etc. in Cher’s mother’s sleep—he finds the 
perceived abuse of Cher by other kids especially unfair, and so part of what 
stings, what drives him to the shade of an oak to stare back at the house like an 
old hound wanting back in, is that he has taken it upon himself to love Cher no 
matter what, to befriend her, to be her boyfriend, to marry her if need be, just 
so she might not feel alone, which frankly is a depth lost to him at thirty-six-
years-old—arms folded and face turning red as he shouts back at the cashier 
who turned her back to him and said something in Spanish after he declined 
her appeal to have the next three days off to visit her terminally ill tia at St. 
Joseph’s, as she’s missed more work already than anyone he’s never fired—but 
any attempt to get close to toffee skinned Cher is met with Moan, and her 
rejection, he feels but cannot and will never articulate, is all the worse, for what 
does it say of the person rejected by the downtrodden, that the good at heart is 
denied by the physically flawed?—and it’s just as well he could not and will 
not express those thoughts, as those thoughts may lead him to question the 
integrity of his good heart for being so aware of the way people appear, that a 
truly good heart does not note physical anomalies or at least does not dwell on 
or make a  point of emphasizing  looks, that a truly good heart simply does 
good things because of an innate compulsion to do good things, that a truly 
good heart does not do good things in a performative manner, that a truly 
good heart is somewhere between Atlantis and clean coal in the spectrum of 
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myths, that a truly good heart…well, striving to do good is the best some 
people, but not many, get—but such is his resolve that on one frosty March 
Sunday afternoon, he comes up on Cher from behind the oak tree, holds her 
arms down in a bear hug, and plants a kiss on her mouth which makes him 
think of a pinwheel’s wheel when he feels what he thinks of as three lips on his 
two lips, and when he releases her she wails, not even Moan, but a scream that 
neither of their mothers hears, for a hair dryer’s on in the kitchen and someone 
in the next yard over’s testing a car engine, and Cher cries and she beats her 
hands against her thighs the way some people do, like the legend’s father, when 
they find something extremely funny, and the legend has a hard time 
processing Cher’s crying and thigh slapping, why she’s acting like that after 
what must surely be her first kiss, but the legend feels the familiar burning and 
trembling of shame—his first real taste not being that long ago, when he split 
his jeans at recess while playing four square and his teacher’s solution was to 
staple the legend’s torn jeans and this took place in front of the class and was 
even funnier to them than when his jeans tore when he fell face down on the 
black top trying to get the red ball that spiraled on the right corner of his 
square and bounced out on a sharp right angle, eliminating him—as Cher 
sobs her first full sentence to the legend: You fat fuck, what’s wrong with you? and 
that’s when It All accumulates beyond what his good heart can contain, and he 
turns to the playhouse—plastic, not wood—and just charges at it, pushes it 
over after a few tries—a few sprints that leave him feeling short of breath—his 
cheeks pink from wind, rage, and movement, he turns to Cher once her 
playhouse is knocked over and blurts out After all I done—no one will ever love 
you, ugly ugly ugly, to which her pained face turns phlegm smeared and tear 
moist and the sobbing sound sort of stutters Moan with its high pitch, to which 
the legend says the last thing he will ever say to Cher before he goes to school 
the next day and playhouse tackles the bucktoothed boy who eliminated him 
from four square and later makes his high school varsity football team and later 
works nights at a gas station-Hardee’s joint near Interstate 77 and later gets 
married to a brown eyed L.P.N. originally from Ohio and later moves to 
Indiana to take an opening as a shift manager at Hardee’s and later waits 
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pensively  in sea green scrubs for his wife to birth a daughter he’s prayed will be 
born immaculate and unburdened, he says Ah stop your mooing ; you ain’t no cow. 
Prophecy 29
Here is the boy who waits tables every summer and who teaches the 
Grecian language to the blind on weekends and who towel wipes the elliptical 
machine at the gym in the basement of his apartment’s management office 
where he comes and goes whenever he wants because he has a key to the gym 
after paying a non-refundable $75 deposit and who has stood before his full-
length mirror with his scissors prepared to snip his stubby penis no one would 
be able to describe in a court of law because no one would be asked to, for the 
boy is far from criminal, though he feels criminal inside his 5’2” body which 
has no suppleness, no curve, no milk to offer what life can’t grow for a lack of 
womb, and even if he snipped and didn’t die bleeding out—having been born 
with hemophilia, meaning accidental exsanguinations was entirely possible, to 
say nothing of intentional lacerations, a condition which had prohibited him 
from skate boarding in Cincinnati where he lives away from his widower dad 
who lives in Covington and wouldn’t do because he doesn’t have the interest 
anymore—he won’t have solace, he doesn’t have solace plucking his eyebrows, 
applying the lightest shades of concealer and foundation, making a fish face 
in the mirror while he applies pink blush under the curve of his cheekbone, 
darkening his eyelid and just under the eyelid with eyeliner, creating the 
impression of thicker lashers with mascara which comes out on the brush in 
globs that remind him of his dad’s smokeless tobacco and turns his stomach 
because the impression of smokeless tobacco causes him to smell and taste 
the warm putrid sour rich smokeless tobacco he accidentally drank from his 
dad’s spit can (a Pepsi can) when he was younger, glossing his lips in sparkly 
pink because what he feels he lacks cannot be gained through cosmetics but 
can only be gained by being born again in the body he’s supposed to have 
been born in, thus he could wear his strawberry blonde hair how he wants to 
without the slightest judgment, to grow his nails and paint them and not keep 
his hands in his pockets on walks to class during the school year and not cut 
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his nails in the summer for when he waits on tables at the Italian restaurant 
owned by the Dominican family; the boy whose father had stopped worrying 
about his son when his son dyed his hair green in high school for a year, 
because that was the year girls called every day and some came over to the 
house; the boy whose most recent girlfriend let him wear her jeans, her bras, 
her tops, but that wasn’t enough and that was becoming increasingly clear to 
both of them; the boy who hadn’t so much as looked at another boy that way, 
had never wanted to or felt compelled to; the boy who can’t stand the sight of 
tabloid covers when he stands in line at the grocery store because his cheeks 
burn when he sees a celebrity’s bump watch; the boy who tells the blind his 
name’s Helen; the boy who rode the hospital elevator with his father to see 
his mother for what would be the last time, the same elevator he rode down 
with his father and two burly biker men; the boy who understands when his 
crooked vein throbs against the scissor blade what the bearded biker meant 
when the bearded biker turned and said to the other I’m a lesbian trapped in 
a man’s body, only the joke seems even less funny to the boy who knows in 
comedy there’s truth, but it’s the truth of his own body, his life that makes that 
joke less funny and almost every joke he hears, but laughs at to be polite, not in 
the slightest funny.
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Jeffrey alfier has work appearing or forthcoming in Connecticut Review, 
Tulane Review, and South Carolina Review. His latest chapbook is The City 
Without Her (Kindred Spirit Press, 2012), and his first full-length book of 
poems, The Wolf Yearling, is forthcoming from Pecan Grove Press.
Rebecca Baker received her first bachelor’s degree in art from Morehead 
State University and is currently pursuing a second bachelor’s of science in 
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Bigfoot while re-enacting 20th century musicals with her four year old, Lucille. 
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Gold Medal; his first, Galileo’s Banquet, was awarded the Towson University 
Prize. A chapbook, Something Must Happen, appeared from Finishing Line 
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State University. She has presented her work at the Mount Sterling Gallery for 
the Arts in both the 2011 and 2012 Juried Student Art Exhibits, for which she 
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State University 2012 Stepping Stones exhibit in Morehead, Ky. Her current art 
projects focus on narrative portraiture.
amanda Berry received her AAS in web design from Bluegrass Community 
and Technical College of Lexington, KY. She is currently pursuing a BA in art 
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work focuses on typography and image/graphic manipulation.
erika Bias is a sophomore art major at Morehead State University, with 
electives in illustration. Her work consists mainly of graphic novels, using a 
mixture of digital and traditional media. Bias’ current series Angels Among Us 
is featured in an online magazine, Twelve Gates, and her work was published in 
the 2012 issue of Inscape. Her work deals mainly with Christian themes, and is 
typically filed in the action/romance genre.
Maria Blevins is a junior completing her studies for a BA in art education 
at Morehead State University. In 2011 she was awarded First Place at the 
Kentucky Education Association state conference for her PSA regarding the 
importance of education, particularly the bond formed between student 
and teacher. During the summer of 2012 she was published in Seventeen 
magazine for promoting positive body images in young girls. Blevins is 
currently focusing on printmaking, producing pieces that emphasize organic 
movement.
Marin Bodakov was born in 1971. He started writing and publishing in his 
teenage years. Bodakov lives in Sofia, where he teaches poetry and works as a 
journalist. He is the author of five poetry books, and during 2011 he won the 
Ivan Nikolov prize for poetry for his latest collection, Naïve Art.
Dorothy Bouzouma is a student currently enrolled in the Master of Arts 
in English program at Morehead State University. She’s half-way through the 
program.  Bouzouma resides in Somerset, KY with her husband and four 
children. She loves reading and writing.  She has been crafting her creative 
writing skills for many years.  Bouzouma loves to blog as well and aspires one 
day to be a published author.  
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shauna Boyd is a Morehead State University art major with an interest in art 
history. Her focus is in painting and currently revolves around a study in the 
nature of death and the process thereof.
christopher Burton is a university studies major at Morehead State 
University. He has received awards in the past for his work, and also was 
published in the 2011 issue of Inscape. Upcoming projects will include more 
documentary style work.
Ben caldwell is an English major with a Creative Writing minor at 
Morehead State University from Hyden, Kentucky.  Ben Caldwell is a student 
in MSU’s Academic Honors Program. His submission to this edition of 
Inscape is his first attempt at publication.  He is currently working on several 
short stories, with an occasional poem to break the monotony.
shalita compton is currently working on her MA in studio art with 
electives in digital photography at Morehead State University. She has 
exhibited her work in various juried exhibitions in and out of state, has 
coordinated exhibits for others, and won various awards. Compton teaches 
online digital photography classes and works as a portrait photographer for 
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self portraiture that examines issues regarding the fabrications we perpetuate 
about ourselves on a daily basis.
sean l corbin holds a BFA in Creative Writing from Morehead State 
University, where he currently serves as a graduate assistant in the MA in 
English program.  His work has appeared in Vine Leaves Literary Journal, 
Vinyl Poetry, Still: The Journal and Red Fez Entertainment, and he is the co-
founder, with Christopher Prewitt, of Antilachia, a collective for new artists in 
Appalachia.  Corbin loves old gum and having all the beards.
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University. She is a junior. Dawson resides in Lewis County. 
Veronica Gollihue is a junior and majoring in English Education at 
Morehead State University. Gollihue tends to write poetry in her free time 
when she’s not studying or gaming. This is her first submission to any sort of 
journal.
Jo Grayson recently received her MFA in Creative Nonfiction from Murray 
State University and is an emergency substitute teacher in Fayette County, 
Kentucky. She received her BA in English from Morehead State University 
and is an active member of Bluegrass Wordsmiths. She is also a lifetime 
member of Sigma Tau Delta: International English Honor Society having 
served as both secretary at Morehead State University and president at Murray 
State University and has published a book review in New Madrid: Journal of 
Contemporary Literature.  
aspen Grender is a sophomore at Morehead State University from Knott 
County, Kentucky. He has not yet declared a major, and he began his first 
poetry writing class in the fall semester of 2012.
stoyanka Grudeva writes poems for both adults and children and is the 
author of several collections. Her latest book, i the fish, won the Hristo Fotev 
award for 2012. Grudeva has worked as a literary editor and a high school 
teacher for many years. Currently she lives in the village of Ruen, Bulgaria, 
where she writes poetry and takes care of her garden.
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getting his worked published. This is an incredible opportunity for Hall. Ernest 
Hemingway, Charles Bukowski, and Jeffrey McDaniel are major inspirations in 
his writing style and his favorite authors. 
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Jeff Hehr is a junior at Morehead State University, majoring in art with 
electives in graphic art. His ceramic work focuses on an industrialized 
surrealistic look.
nicholas T. James is the product of a freak accident in which he grew up 
in Morehead and Mt. Sterling. His writing is inspired by the likes of Samuel 
Beckett, Douglas Adams, and Percy Shelly. James is currently working on a 
short story cycle and novella which he believes he will never finish, and he 
wouldn’t have finished anything if it weren’t for his mother, grandfather, and 
wonderful muse Sarah.
Matthew Jent is an art major at Morehead State University. Most of his 
work focuses on concrete and abstract concepts as well as a strong interest in 
the pseudo-sciences such as alchemy. Jent’s work can be considered largely 
a reaction to and abstraction of the subject matter. Though working mostly 
with watercolor - which is occasionally accompanied by ink - he also enjoys 
graphite work and creates drawings when time allows. Jent displayed two 
pieces in the 2012 Juried Student Art Exhibit in the Mount Sterling Gallery for 
the Arts.
Bethany Johnson is currently a sophomore at Morehead State University 
in the Creative Writing program.  While she enjoys writing poems and 
personal essays, her real passion is writing fiction.  Her interest in writing began 
at four years of age.  In her spare time, Johnson enjoys singing in her church’s 
choir.  
emily Johnson is pursuing an art area with electives in graphic design at 
Morehead State University. She presented her work in the Mount Sterling 
Gallery for the Arts Juried Student Art Exhibit in 2011 and 2012. Current work 
includes identity redesigns and a series of intaglio prints examining organs in 
the human body in relation to society’s influence on humans as a whole.
penny ashton Johnson is an art major at Morehead State University and 
a native of McDowell, Kentucky. She has presented her work in the 2012 
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Mount Sterling Gallery for the Arts Juried Student Art Exhibit, and the 2009 
and 2010 issues of Cut-thru Review. Currently, Johnson’s work focuses on the 
traditional having a more contemporary face.
Mary Kasimor has been published in print and online journals, including 
Mad Hatter’s Review, Yew Journal, Big Bridge, Reconfigurations, Moria, Closed 
Circuits and Altered Scale. She received a Fellowship from US Poets in Mexico 
for the 2010 Conference. Kasimor was also a Finalist in the 2011 Ahsahta 
Chapbook Contest. She has written poetry reviews for Jacket and Galatea 
Resurrects. 
amanda Kelley received her AA from Bluegrass Community and Technical 
College in her hometown of Lexington, Kentucky and her BFA in Creative 
Writing from Morehead State University. She is a reporter for The Carlisle 
Courier, a weekly newspaper that serves Nicholas and surrounding counties. 
Her short fiction has appeared in The Accolade and Inscape. Kelley co-founded 
the Limestone Landing Writers Group in Maysville, Kentucky in 2011. She is 
currently working on a memoir and short story cycle. 
christopher Knox lives with his wife and daughter in Berea, Ky.
charles Maynard lives with his wife on the dark side of the moon, just 
beyond the wall. He spends his time reading, writing, painting, drawing, 
programming, and playing old video games.
Journey Mcandrews is a poet, freelance journalist, editor, coffee junkie, 
organic gardener, and book collector. Her poetry has appeared in Inscape 
Magazine, New Verse News, MOTIF 3: All the Livelong Day (an anthology 
about work), and ninepatch. She is a regular contributor to Kentucky Monthly 
Magazine and LILIPOH Magazine, has held three writer’s residencies at 
Hopscotch House in Louisville, Kentucky in conjunction with a grant from 
the Kentucky Foundation for Women, has taught poetry workshops to Fayette 
County grade school children through the summer literacy outreach program 
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at the Carnegie Center, and was the poet/mentor in the Nation of Nations 
poetry and art project (fall 2011), and former board member of the Kentucky 
Women Writer’s Conference. McAndrews is currently a graduate student at 
Morehead State University pursuing an MA in Communications. She lives 
and works in Lexington, Kentucky.
charles s. McKinney is an art major in Morehead State University’s 
Department of Art & Design. He presented his work in the 2010 and 2012 
Mount Sterling Gallery for the Arts Juried Student Art Exhibit, receiving a First 
Place award in 2010. In addition Mckinney’s work was published in the 2009 
issue of Inscape, where his sculpture was awarded Third Place. Currently his 
work consists of illustrations, drawings, and lithographic and intaglio prints 
focusing on buildings and architecture.
Ryan Morris is an art major at Morehead State University with inclinations 
toward the surreal or fantastical. His inspiration for most of his work is drawn 
from myth and literature of the past. Morris was awarded Best in Show in the 
2012 Juried Student Art Exhibit at the Mount Sterling Gallery for the Arts.
Jonathan nickles is a graduate student completing an MA degree in art. 
During his undergraduate and graduate careers at Morehead State University, 
he has received several awards, including the Outstanding Freshman, 
Sophomore, Junior, Undergraduate, and Graduate Art awards, of which only 
one is given per grade. Nickles has exhibited his work throughout the region, 
receiving recognition, such as the Best of Show award at the 2011 Mount 
Sterling Gallery for the Arts Juried Student Art Exhibit.
annie peterson is an art major at Morehead State University. Her work 
was published in the 2011 issue of Inscape. Peterson’s current work focuses on 
portraiture and deals with issues surrounding self-image.
Donald Ray pollock was born in 1954 and grew up in Knockemstiff, Ohio.  
In 2005, after working at the Mead Paper Company in nearby Chillicothe for 
thirty-two years, he quit to enter the MFA program at Ohio State University.  
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Pollock is the author of Knockemstiff (2008), a collection of short stories, and 
a novel called The Devil All The Time (2011).  His awards include the PEN/
Bingham Fellowship, the Chaffin Award for Writing, and a Guggenheim 
Fellowship.
lauren posma completed a BA in art at Morehead State University. She 
primarily focuses in metal sculpture and aluminum casting. Current projects 
address the issues of socialization of women, female reproductive systems, and 
the effects of the two combined.
christopher prewitt’s writing has appeared in The Iowa Review, Vinyl, Ghost 
Ocean Magazine, Staccato Fiction, and Quantum Poetry Magazine, among other 
publications. He is a recipient of the Virginia Tech poetry prize and the Billie 
& Curtis Owens Creative Writing Award.
Marvin andrew puckett is an MA candidate in Art concentrating in 
studio art at Morehead State University, also serving as a Graduate Assistant 
in the ceramic and sculpture areas. He exhibited his work in two Juried Student 
Art Exhibits at the Mount Sterling Gallery for the Arts, receiving a First Place 
award in the sculpture/ceramics category in 2012. In 2011 Puckett’s work 
was recognized with a Merit award in Morehead State University’s Senior Art 
Exhibit. His work is based on the human form, musical artists, folklore and 
spirituality.
Rebecca Rine-stone is a writer who lives in Dayton, Ohio with her 
husband and two kids.  Rine-Stone is a part-time English instructor at Sinclair 
Community College but is in the midst of moving away from that career since 
she finds it nearly impossible to pay her bills.  She has a self-published book of 
short stories called Sunbathing in a Body Cast and is currently searching for a 
publisher for her second book of short nonfiction stories.
Jane satterfield is the author of three books of poems: Her Familiars 
(Elixir, 2013), Assignation at Vanishing Point (Elixir Press Book Award, 2003), 
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and Shepherdess with an Automatic (Towson University Prize for Literature), as 
well as Daughters of Empire:  A Memoir of a Year in Britain and Beyond (Demeter, 
2009). Her awards include a National Endowment for the Arts Fellowship 
in poetry and three Maryland Arts Council grants, as well as the William 
Faulkner Society’s Gold Medal for the Essay and first prize in the Mslexia 
women’s poetry competition. Satterfield is literary editor for the Journal of the 
Motherhood Initiative and teaches at Loyola University Maryland. 
Jarrid scott is a graphic designer majoring in art at Morehead State 
University. He presented his work in the 2012 Mount Sterling Gallery for 
the Arts Juried Student Exhibit, in which he received a First Place award in the 
drawing category. Scott also won a nation-wide competition, Duck Tape: Stuck 
at Prom, in 2010. His work has been greatly influenced by James Jean as well as 
nautical themes and all things in nature.
angela sheehan is an art major. She has dabbled in many things over the 
years, including quilting, gardening, painting, and writing. Sheehan’s current 
focus is in ceramics.
Josh shepherd is among the hundreds of full time professional job seekers 
in central Kentucky. He earns a little extra cash as a freelance journalist. His 
most recent journalistic work has appeared as the cover story and within 
the pages of The Lane Report. Shepherd has returned to his writing roots, 
producing articles for his local weekly newspaper. He has published fiction in 
the literary journal The Long Story. It has been a long time since Shepherd has 
exercised his fiction writing muscles and he finds that it’s just like learning to 
play the fiddle. No matter how much you learn there is always something new 
and challenging to try.
Misty Marie Rae skaggs, 30, is a hillbilly blogger, an independent scholar, 
a barefoot poet and a lifelong resident of Eastern Kentucky. Her poetry and 
prose have appeared in literary journals such as Pine Mountain Sand & Gravel, 
New Madrid, and Limestone and she is a regular contributor to the online 
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blogazine for rural literature, friedchickenandcoffee.com. Currently, Skaggs has 
a chapbook available, Prescription Panes, which offers a gritty, intimate look into 
prescription drug abuse in Appalachia. 
Meggan sloas is an art education major at Morehead State University. She 
has presented her work in the 2012 Mount Sterling Gallery for the Arts Juried 
Student Exhibit, and the 2012 Grayson Heart of the Parks Juried Exhibition, in 
which her work received First Place in drawing. Sloas’ work was published in 
the 2012 issue of Inscape.
Mark snyder is a Graduate Assistant in ceramics at Morehead State 
University. He completed a BA in art history from East Carolina University 
and a BS in media arts and animation from the Art Institute of California, 
San Diego. Frequently referencing art historical references and mythology, 
Snyder’s current body of work explores notions of beauty, masculinity and the 
body politic.
cortney stewart graduated from the BFA in Creative Writing program at 
Morehead State University in May 2012. She is now pursuing her Master’s 
degree in English at Western Kentucky University. She lives in Bowling Green, 
KY with her husband and their two tabby cats, Daisy and Gatsby.
laurie stoutenburgh is an art major with electives in graphic design at 
Morehead State University. She presented her work in the 2012 Mount 
Sterling Gallery for the Arts Juried Student Exhibit, where her photograph 
received a First Place award. Stoutenburgh is currently working on expanding 
her portfolio by designing Save the Dates, album covers, and senior portraits.
Katerina stoykova-Klemer is the author of three poetry books, most 
recently The Porcupine of Mind (Broadstone Books, 2012). Her first poetry 
book, the bilingual The Air around the Butterfly (Fakel Express, 2009), won the 
2010 Pencho’s Oak award, given annually to recognize literary contribution 
to contemporary Bulgarian culture. She hosts Accents – a radio show for 
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literature, art and culture on WRFL, 88.1 FM, Lexington. In January 2010, 
Katerina launched Accents Publishing. Katerina is acting in the lead role in the 
independent feature film Diamond Days, to be released in 2013.
Jeremy Wade Thacker is a disciple of George Eklund.  He misses George.  
He is currently a registered nurse.  His favorite word combination:  “Redondo 
Beach.” Interesting fact #1:  A majority of people will agree that he has earned 
the stealthy moniker, “MoonDog.” Even more interesting fact #1:  He loves 
you.  
sara Volpi is obsessed with thunderstorms and summertime. Having to live 
through winter every year is a tragedy. She loves all things printmaking and 
wishes there were room in her living room for a printing press. The first and 
last thing she does in a day is turn music on or off; she can’t stand the sound of 
silence. Between reading and writing toward a Master’s in English at Western 
Kentucky University, Volpi is missing all those special faculty and students 
at Morehead State who pushed her to thrive and learn and experience life. 
She is thankful for manipulating words on paper to speak when she can’t say 
anything out loud. Volpi hopes to one day edit, teach, and write and illustrate 
books. 
Grant Wilcoxon teaches in the English department at The University of Rio 
Grande and is working toward an MA in English at Morehead State University. 
Though he writes every day, and has a strong affection for modernists, as well 
as for popular crime and horror literature, comic books, he has the bad habit of 
not sending things off after they are completed.
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Inscape is a Morehead State University publication with a long history 
of cutting edge visual and literary art. Media and genres of work range 
from prose, poetry, short story, long narrative, non-fiction and creative 
essays to photography, printmaking, drawing, painting, sculpture and 
digital art.
The Department of English offers MSU students the opportunity to 
submit work for publication. Students may submit poetry, fiction, non-
fiction or drama. The works are reviewed by a panel and top selections 
are included in Inscape. 
The Department of Art and Design offers students two opportunities to 
have their work juried for publication. For every issue, jurors review the 
competitive pool of submissions for both the cover design and the visual 
artwork published within Inscape. Their selections help form a unique 
and diverse issue of Inscape.
For specific guidelines and submission dates, visit 
www.moreheadstate.edu/inscape.
INSCAPE •   150
At Morehead State University, you will find “much more” than you 
might imagine. We are much more than college classes . . . much 
more engaged . . . much more personal. We provide a safe campus 
environment that is much more welcoming and student-friendly. We 
deliver a quality, affordable education in a student-focused learning 
environment. Our students thrive in small classes taught by dedicated 
faculty and staff committed to student success. We are much more 
than a regional partner . . . and much more than an alma mater. We 
are committed to enriching the lives of those we serve. At MSU, we 
aspire to be the best public regional university in the South. Visit www.
moreheadstate.edu/aspire to learn “much more” about MSU’s mission, 
vision, and values.
Morehead State University is committed to providing equal educational opportunities to 
all persons regardless of race, color, national origin, age, religion, sex, sexual orientation, 
disabled veterans, recently separated veterans, other protected veterans, and armed 
forces service medal veterans, or disability in its educational programs, services, 
activities, employment policies, and admission of students to any program of study. In 
this regard the University conforms to all the laws, statutes, and regulations concerning 
equal employment opportunities and affirmative action. This includes: Title VI and Title 
VII of the Civil Rights Act of 1964, Title IX of the Education Amendments of 1972, Executive 
Orders 11246 and 11375, Equal Pay Act of 1963, Vietnam Era Veterans Readjustment 
Assistance Act of 1974, Age Discrimination in Employment Act of 1967, Sections 503 and 
504 of the Rehabilitation Act of 1973, Americans with Disabilities Act of 1990, and Kentucky 
Revised Statutes 207.130 to 207.240. Vocational educational programs at Morehead State 
University supported by federal funds include industrial education, vocational agriculture, 
business education, and the associate degree program in nursing. Any inquires should 
be addressed to: Affirmative Action Officer, Morehead State University, 101 Howell-
McDowell, Morehead, KY 40351, 606-783-2097.
